FRIENDS 


The following pages contain stories about friends that | have had the 
pleasure of knowing and interacting. | cnsider myself extremely lucky 
having so many in one lifetime. | separate the word “friend” from 
“aquaitance.” Most of us have lots of “aquaitances” but true friends are 
few and far between and | believe most people probably do not really have 
real friends that they can count on when the going gets really rough. 

A comedian, Richard Schlimmer once quipped that “A friend is a 
person that will help you move. A good firend is a person that will help you 
move a body!” Ask yourselves if one of your friends would help you move 
a body. Ask yourself if you would help your friend move a body. | would 
venture to say that the persons that | wrote about in these pages would 
most likely have helped me move a body if the situation ever arose. Would | 
do this for a friend? I will take the fifth on this one and let the reader decide 
for him or herself. 

Why am | writing about these people? Because | feel that most of us 
live our lives in quiet aggrevation and frustration, experience the usual 
human suffering and die without really knowing or fulfilling any dreams 
that we might have had while growing up. 

One of my purposes in writing about these individuals is to show 
that most of us have an inherent capacity to help others if they so chose 
and | wanted to point out that the memories of their very existence might 
be of inerest to fellow humans. 

| have devoted a chapter to each friend and have tried to illustrate 
how each friend helped me along my life’s journey. 


Chapter 1-Paul 


| first arrived in Lindsay, Ontario just 14 years of age in April 1944. | 
had come to live with my aunt and uncle-my aunt being my mother's sister. 
They immediately enrolled me in the local school named Lindsay Collegiate 
Institute. It was there that | first met Paul. He seemed to be somewhat 
different from the other students and he was very helpful to me in adjusting 
to the new environment. He was Irish and Catholic but | don't remember 
him attending church that much. Being from the United States | was a 
curiosity and most of the young people were anxious to ferret out who this 
new character was and so they would come around my aunt's abode, peek 
in the windows, ring the doorbell and sometimes phone or ask me to come 
outside to talk. It was very disconcerting at first but after | got used to it | 
was okay with it. The only trouble was that out of all of the individuals | met 
| did not particularly gravitate towards any of them. However, | felt right at 
home with Paul and went over to his house several times and after playing 
some boogie-woogie on their piano, his parents seemed to approve of me. 
The Irish always have liked music and in those days boogie-woogie was 
very popular. 

| met Paul's sister. She was somewhat older and was very nice to me. 
She had a fetching figure and | had a problem not looking at it in a 
lascivious fashion. | mention this because later Paul's mother told me that 
she was so happy to see one of Paul's friends that was not trying to ogle 
her daughter. | took this as a compliment. | also found out after a few days 
in school that Paul was considered one of the toughest, if not the toughest 
guy in the school. | did not realize this when we first met but | could see 
that this might very well be true and later on | found out exactly how tough 
he was. It seems that he was attacked by two adults when visiting his 
friend who worked on the railroad. Paul dispatched them forthwith with a 
few well-chosen uppercuts and right crosses. The two thugs dispersed. We 
became great friends and spent a lot of time together. Paul was a ladies 
man, like most Irishmen, and had a plethora of girlfriends. Paul also liked to 
drink and he introduced me to this exercise via beer. One night when my 
aunt and uncle had left for their usual card game and drinking, leaving me 
to look after my two little cousins, Paul dropped by with one of his 
girlfriends. He had brought some bottles of beer with which he plied me 
and cajoled me into serenading him and his girlfriend with boogie-woogie. | 
of course obliged and after the first number | turned around to see whether 
they had liked the tune and | was amazed to see that Paul was having 
sexual intercourse with the girl and the only thing he could utter was 
“faster, faster!" | laughed, turned around and played a faster boogie- 
woogie. When | finished they both seemed to be quite happy and the girl 
didn't seem to be fazed at all. Of course these antics were somewhat new 
to me but | was not offended in any way because | saw that they were 
having so much pleasure. So how could this be bad? Paul also smoked 
cigarettes and of course | got curious about this habit and tried the 


exercise out for myself. At first | got a slight buzz and then it became a 
somewhat pleasurable habit and tended to break the ice when meeting 
someone new socially. 

| was pleasantly surprised to see that my aunt and uncle condoned 
my newly-found smoking habit and therefore | was allowed to smoke in the 
house. 

My uncle worked in the Bank of Montréal as an accountant. He was 
in his 30s and he thought he was hot stuff. My aunt was like an English 
major-she was in the word beg and like most English majors knew nothing 
or very little of science or mathematics but tended to think that she knew 
everything about everything. They had two daughters-Lynn, six years of 
age and Sharon, nine months of age. Naturally | was elected to feed and 
change Sharon's diapers and give both girls baths on occasion. The older 
girl used to jump around and dance every time | played the piano. This was 
so annoying that | managed to be able to go up to the school on Saturday 
mornings and practice up there on a nice upright piano. The janitor was a 
holy roller, slightly shellshocked (it was rumored) in World War | and we 
used to argue about religion. His name was Fred and although we argued 
continuously he always let me play the piano on Saturday mornings. One 
time we were arguing in the hall so loudly that one of the teachers came 
out to call time and we had to stop. 

| hated school and was only interested in passing courses that would 
allow me to enroll in an American university. | managed to talk the principle 
into this plan and so he gave me a schedule which allowed me a lot of free 
time. This free time was immediately taken up by my discovering the local 
poolroom and | spent a lot of great moments in that establishment. The 
trouble was that | received an allowance of two dollars per week so that 
supplying myself with enough cigarettes and pool games always left me in 
the red. Once in a while one of the regulars would treat me to a game or if | 
were lucky enough | could play some day and actually win a game and the 
loser always had to pay. Most of the time, unfortunately, it was I. 

Lindsay had its gangs. There were three of them. They were named 
respectively the North Ward, the East Ward and the South Ward. The North 
Ward consisted mostly of the teens that came from the wealthier homes. 
The East Ward consisted of some of the middle class teens and Irish 
Catholics. Paul was sort of a quasi-leader of the East Ward. The South 
Ward consisted of the ne'er-do-wells and tough guys. The leader of this 
gang at that time was a fellow named "Mucker" O'Connell. | forget how | 
met this fellow but we immediately hit it off and we went to a carnival 
together drank together on occasion and generally shot the shit when he 
wasn't too busy. At the time he was working odd jobs. At one time ihe 
worked n a gas station with another gang member who took an immediate 
dislike to me and if it had not been for O'Connell probably would have 
pounded me severely just for the exercise. | was very fortunate in being 
friendly with the bosses of both the East and the South wards. | had 
already established relations with the teams in the North Ward but | really 


didn't have any close relationships like that with Paul or O'Connell. This did 
not prevent me from being invited to numerous North Ward parties and so | 
could move freely amongst all of the gangs with a fair amount of impunity 
and | fondly remember some of the crap games that | had with the members 
of the East Ward gang in the back alleys. All in all it was an interesting time 
for teens since there was always some party to go to and we would all meet 
in a local restaurant where we would pair off with a member of the opposite 
sex for a night of necking or if you were really lucky further sexual exploits. 

Unfortunately, things were not going very well at home. My aunt and 
uncle had me doing the dishes, cleaning and babysitting whilst they were 
out gallivanting around drinking, cavorting and gambling. Needless to say, 
this pissed me off. However | noticed that once the kids were asleep one 
could not wake him with an atomic bomb. This gave me an idea. Why not 
use this characteristic to advantage? My friends were always looking for a 
place where they could boff their checks. | mentioned this to Paul and he 
concurred that this was a great idea so we tried it one night. He brought 
along a girlfriend and used one of the bedrooms instead of the couch and 
no one was the wiser after we cleaned up. He contacted some of his friends 
and the next time we had two couples. After a few episodes Paul and | got 
tired of having to clean up so we set some ground rules. If you came (both 
literally and figuratively), you brought your own booze, the curfew was 
10:15 PM and everybody had to help clean up to leave the place exactly as 
was found. This was acceptable to all concerned and | remember one night 
where my aunt phoned and advised that she was coming home early so all 
the girls were busily and frantically vacuuming, dusting, straightening up 
the beds, emptying and cleaning the ash trays and trying to put things back 
exactly as they were. Everybody just made it out the door about five 
minutes before my aunt and uncle arrived. My aunt was always eyeing the 
inside of the house since she was suspicious but she could never really 
pinpoint anything except for one time. Paul had taken his chick up to my 
room, planked her on my bedspread and he came on top of the bedspread. 
The come had dried and my aunt, who was making up my bed that day, 
noted the dried substance and began picking at it! | happened to venture 
into my bedroom at the time and my aunt turned to me and asked, “have 
you been having any bedroom parties here?" | was taken aback but | tried 
not to show it and | asked, "Why?" 

My aunt pointed to the substance on my bedspread and | said, "Oh 
that, | had a glass of milk and some of it spilled. | am sorry, | should've 
cleaned it." My aunt gave me that "I don't believe you" look but she seemed 
to accept my explanation anyway. However, knowing her, | decided that we 
had better cool it for a while. | related the incident to Paul, who laughed 
heartily, but agreed that we should hold our sessions in another place until 
my aunt was convinced that nothing untoward was happening in the 
house. | pleaded with Paul to take either a towel or a big handkerchief next 
time and he thought this quite amusing. 


Sure enough, subsequent to this incident my aunt and uncle 
appeared early several times thinking to catch me in the act. Of course they 
did not and after a few times they went back to their usual routine. | 
approached Paul at school and | said to him, "Notify the boys and tell them 
my aunt’s going out so tonight bring a case of beer." | had not noticed that 
the principle was nearby and upon my finishing the sentence he accosted 
me and asked me in a gruff tone, "What did you say?" 

| had to think fast so | blurted out, "My aunt is going out tonight- 
she’s a dear." The principle was an old man and | knew that he was hard of 
hearing. He gave me a quizzical look but since | answered so quickly and 
he wasn't sure what he heard he accepted my statement. Paul was breaking 
up in the background. Paul was respected more than | by the principle and 
when he confirmed my statement when asked the principle was satisfied. 

Lindsay, being a small town, was not a good place to keep secrets 
and so my aunt's abode soon became known as "White’s Whorehouse." 
Why my aunt and uncle did not clue into this still baffles me, especially 
after some moron decided to raid the liquor cabinet. | had a tough time 
covering that one up as | told my uncle that | had had a friend over and he 
mistakingly thought that it was my bottle. | told Paul to tell his friends to 
keep their mitts off of the liquor. They did but then | decided to have a drink 
one night so | took a couple shots and when my uncle came home from the 
bank he noticed some of his booze missing. He accused me and | told him 
that he was mistaken | noticed when he thought | wasn't looking that he 
marked the spot where the remaining liquor had settled in the bottle with 
his thumbnail on the label. So the next time | took some of his booze | 
replaced the missing liquid with water up to the mark. | eagerly awaited his 
reaction after he guzzled his usual amount after work. He didn't seem to 
notice. | told Paul and he guffawed and must have told one of his friends. 
This individual found it amusing to practically emptying my uncles bottle of 
liquor and filling the missing part with water! Before | knew what was 
happening my uncle poured his usual glass of booze, took one swig and 
spat out the contents of his glass and this was followed by ranting in a 
tirade against me. Dire threats were made and my allowance was 
suspended of course. That was one of their favorite punishments and when 
my aunt really got bugged she would come up to my room and start 
breaking my records. | had a small collection of 78s-both jazz and classical. 
As | recall after | ran away she sent what was left of my collection, which 
amounted to two or three sites. 

We invited Paul for supper a couple of times and he made a great 
impression on my aunt and uncle. Several times he managed to smooth 
over some peccadillo. | think that all that reading of Freud when | was 13 
coupled with my experiences with my pubert friends hds inured me to most 
of the sexual behavior that | was experiencing. Indeed, another fellow that | 
used to hang out with, whom | shall call Bill, had learned the art of fucking 
from his older sister when they shared a room. His parents, suspecting 
some hanky-panky, separated them and both moved on to other partners. 


But Bill assured me that his prowess with women was largely due to his 
experience with his sister. Now this was not the first time that | had heard 
of this. One of my friends in Cleveland also had shared this experience with 
his buddy at the insistence and invitation of his sister! Of course they took 
great delight in apprising me of their exploits with graphic descriptions. 
And, believe it or not, the sister invited me to partake in one of these 
sessions and when | graciously declined her offer see really got upset and 
from then on took great delight in making snide remarks and trying to 
humiliate me in front of anybody that was listening. 

Paul was a great friend and commiserated with me when | would 
carry on with some tale of woe. But | was really getting fed up with my life 
in Lindsay at home. One of the things that really pissed me off was an 
incident that occurred in the summer of 1945. | had just turned 1 and my 
aunt and uncle decided that | had to go to work. They did not want me 
hanging around the house. | had to get a job. So | looked for one and found 
one. It was a job at a bakery that was going to pay me $18 a week for 
wrapping bread. Paul was delighted and invited me over to his house to 
celebrate. Paul also had worked at various jobs. He loved working at jobs 
that required physical prowess and was happiest when emplyed in 
construction, farm work or anything connected with lumberjacking. He 
claimed that the pay was better and it was healthier. He was particularly 
proud when he would able to withstand brutal labor when his cohorts 
would have to quit because they could not cut the mustard. He had a friend 
working for the railroad company and sometimes the three of us would go 
out drinking and trying to meet some females. This railroad friend had a car 
which was a rarity in those days. Your activities were somewhat restricted 
if you did not have wheels. 

| made the mistake of telling my aunt and uncle about this job. The 
next thing | knew my uncle telephones the bakery, cancels the job and got 
me a job in a lumber mill making boxes! | have written about this 
experience in my treatise “On The Job.” My uncle told me that | wasn't 
responsible enough or some such truck and he was doing me a big favor. 
Furthermore, | had to arise at 6 AM, start work at 7 AM, work until 12 PM, 
start again at 1 PM and finish work at 5 PM-a 10 hour day! There was no 
way out of this but | vowed right then to run away. It made no sense to 
continue in such an environment. My friend, Bill, also was unhappy at 
home. He liked the idea of running away but he had no wheels. Fortunately, 
Bill had a friend who was also thinking of taking off. He owned a ‘32 
Chevrolet and after a few meetings we three decided to leave sometime in 
either January or February of 1946. Paul offered to get rid of my stuff, like 
my bicycle and other chattels. The plan was to slowly move the stuff that | 
didn't want to keep or take with me over to Paul's. He could then sell it and 
this would provide me with some money for the road. We also wanted to 
make certain that nobody knew where we were headed but being in a small 
town | realized that the only way to make sure this was to provide false 
information. Thataway all the gossip and info would be passed around and 


everybody would think that they knew where we were going. | even 
deliberately told one fellow that | knew could not keep his mouth shut and 
confided to him the wrong direction. When we finally did leave the plan 
worked perfectly. Everybody was looking for us in the wrong places. We 
managed to reach Tucson Arizona before anybody knew where we were. 
But | am getting ahead of myself. 

The last summer in Lindsay was terrible. | was whacked out most of 
the time. | worked on the planer, making crates for butter and dairy 
products, the glue machine, stacking lumber but when they wanted me to 
work on the bandsaw and | told them there was no way. | had observed 
these individuals and most of them had fingers missing. | was threatened 
with firing and | told him to go ahead. My uncle got on my case. | told him 
that | wasn't going to risk my fingers for anything because of my piano 
playing and if he didn't like that he could lump it. After a lot of threatening 
my aunt realized the risk and took my side. That was the end of that. | 
worked until | had to go back to school. Somebody had rat-Finked on me 
and my activities in the pool room so my schedule was changed and they 
put me into a typing class where | had to learn touch typing. They also put 
me into some arithmetic class. In other words they tied up my valuable 
pool room time with courses. | was also placed in an analytic geometry 
course. | entered this course a month late so | really was at sea. My only 
consolation was to stick my hands down into my girlfriend’s bra who was 
sitting in a desk in front of me, when the teacher was expounding at the 
board. He almost caught me a couple of times but | was too fast for him. 
Anyway, | was just biding my time, laying my plans for my impending trip. 

Meanwhile, Bill and his friend, Ray were also saving their money and 
making their own plans for the trip. Bill and | would supposedly go on 
another one of our hunting expeditions at 6 AM. We did this a couple of 
times before-one time resulting in our being up to our chests in snow, 
having to seek asylum at some farmer's house to get warm and dry out our 
clothes. We figured that another trip like these would not arouse any 
suspicion. We set a date and that morning we all met at a restaurant and we 
hopped into Ray's car and headed for the American border. Since | have 
written elsewhere about our adventures on the road I will not belabor the 
issue here but suffice it to say that we eventually ran out of money, Ray got 
homesick and elected to stay in Alamogordo, New Mexico in a Salvation 
Army shelter. Bill and | pressed on and ended up at his uncle's place in 
Tucson Arizona. | could not cajole Bill into going on to California. He was 
tired and his cousin was a very fetching blonde and | could see that he was 
going to be up to his old tricks. | decided to go on my own but Bill’s uncle 
had other plans and phoned my grandmother. She talked me into returning 
and sent me money to come back. At first | was going to take the money 
and press on to California but Bill's uncle talked me out of that one. | 
hitchhiked back to Alamogordo and after a brief stay at the Salvation Army 
place we returned to Lindsay. In the interim Ray had succeeded in landing 
a job as a gardener but upon seeing me, he immediately elected to return to 


Lindsay. Paul put me up and | decided to go get what was left of my stuff at 
my aunt and uncle's place. My other friend, another fellow named Bill, 
advised me against it but suggested that Paul come along in case there 
was any trouble. This Bill, my traveling companion Bill and | had spent 
many Saturday mornings together making pancakes. This Bill was also 
somewhat of a Lothario and ended up boffing his German teacher who was 
about 20 years older than he was. She was the same teacher who tried to 
box my ears several times and one time tried to push me down the stairs at 
the school. She was quite a big woman and fairly strong and | had a hell of 
a time stopping her attacks. But when she was asked about my behavior 
and was told that | would be severely disciplined, she got very huffy and 
told the principal that she could handle her own problems and if she 
needed him she would ask for him. This took everybody aback and from 
then on | tried to cooperate with her and not give her a hard time in class 
anymore. | really respected her point of view and realized that she was 
different from most teachers who usually wimped out and tatled to the 
principal for support. 

Bill was right. As soon as | rang the doorbell my uncle came 
flying out with fists a-flying, raving like a lunatic and he managed to knock 
me down on the porch so | called for Paul who was standing by and he 
came running up to help me. As soon as my uncle saw Paul he suddenly 
became very composed. Bill was also there for moral support and after 
some palaver I got what was left of my stuff and the boys took me to the 
train station and bade me a fond farewell. That was the last | saw of either 
of them although | did phone Paul years later after he had married and had 
children. We spoke for an hour or so and | wanted to get to see him but 
somehow never got around to it. He was a very good friend and helped me 
through some very troubling times. | did phone him about a year ago and 
found that he had died. His son answered and apprised me of the 
circumstances. | now wish that | had gone to see him but it did not happen. 
| also tried to trace both Bills but never got anywhere and | couldn’t find out 
what happened to either one of them. 


Chapter 2-Enid 


Before | being this chapter | have to add a few comments and 
observations to my concept of friends and friendship. | have only written 
about those individuals with whom | socialized that really helped me in my 
life and actually did things for me. These things not only involved deeds 
but kind words and support when | needed it. | only hope that I was able to 
reciprocate. | associated with a lot of individuals that one might call friends 
but upon a little reflection, | suddenly realized that most of these “friends” 
were really merely acquaintances that | happened to get along with and 
although we did things together, they never really did anything for me and 
for that matter, | can’t remember doing anything for them. These 
relationships occur all during one’s life and although one might interact 
with these types of individuals, not mutual favors would ever 
spontaneously occur. Intimacies might be exchanged but either one could 
really count on the other one in a dire situation. Indeed, this type of 
relationship could also apply to sexual partners, where the individuals 
involved utilize one another for the pleasure of fucking but not really get 
involved in any sort of real friendship. If the reader of these lines is 
sceptical about this, just let them thing of hookers. That should prove the 
point. 

| am including here a copy of a letter that | sent to an old 
acquaintance of my teen age years. | include it because | was just too lazy 
to repeat myself regarding the facts about meeting Enid and so on. What | 
want to add here is to relate how much | enjoyed my experiences with Enid. 
She was always kind and helpful to me and offered her hospitality without 
question. She would make me feel at home and we had great fun playing 
cards with one another. Necking, playing the piano and doing math 
problems together. At this time | had managed to pass my algebra exams in 
Ontario and | was fairly adept at the ordinary bread and butter manipulation 
of symbols that the discipline required. My weakness was doing verbal 
problems. These horrors would usually start with some bullshit like, “Curly 
has 3 times as much as Moe had when Larry had...” and so on. These 
problems would turn me off. | was never really any good at reading 
comprehension as | found it a big waste of time. One usually had to spend 
a lot of time trying to figure out what idea some moron was trying to impart. 
| had no time for this. | figured that the fellow could tell me what he wanted 
and then I usually had the tools to deal with it and hence solve the problem. 

Enid was a master of reading comprehension. She could set up 
those literal math problems in a jiffy. Her weakness was manipulating the 
symbols afterward. | wasn’t too certain that she was as weak as she 
alleged. Maybe she was just being kind to assuage my ego, but even if that 
were the case, | did detect sometimes that she was genuinely stumped. 
Needless to say, | was elated to display my prowess at factoring or 
whatever. | recall our nights when my head would be in her lap and she 
would be looking down at me reciting some problem. 


Enid was a great hostess and when | would bring a friend or friends 
along, she would always be gracious and fetch them drinks and so on. Of 
course the next night when | would ask her what she thought of so and so, 
she would usually give me a scathing psychological analysis of the poor 
fellow, which usually was right on the money. The feeling seemed to be 
mutual since my buddies at that time did not seem to like Enid and after 
one or two times refused to accompany me to her place. Then | realized 
that Enid’s brains intimidated them and | learned early that most men don’t 
like intelligent women. | am just the opposite. | am not usually intimidated 
by brainy women, even if they start out disapproving me. | have been 
extremely lucky in my life with most women. | seem to get along with them. 
There is the odd one that | can’t get around but for the most part, | like 
them and they seem to like me. | have found that the more intelligent 
women make the best lovers and are the most fun. 

Although | was working, | had become somewhat disillusioned at my 
job and | also found that | never really had any money. | managed to have a 
few beers at the tavern but | never seemed to have enough to go out to a 
decent club or anything like that. The one club that was cheap enough to 
get into and hear some really good music was the Cafe St. Michel but no 
one would accompany me there when | wanted to go. | ended up going 
alone. But | didn’t think that that would be a good place to take Enid. For 
one thing, she was not really jazz oriented and somehow, | could not 
envision her in such a club enjoying herself. In any case, when | was 
feeling down, she would always find a way to cheer me up. She did not like 
my imbibing. As soon as | got a bit tipsy, | would become very amorous 
and then we would start wrestling. Enid was extremely strong and could 
literally lift me up in the air when I was atop her! When she would do this, it 
would cause me to laugh so hard that | lost any strength that | might have 
had and of course, she would break my hold and we would go back to our 
respective corners. However, we would always end up kissing and when | 
got too loaded, she would pour me out the door. 

| often wonder what might have occurred had we consummated our 
friendship with fucking. | never liked condoms and | think | used one once 
in my life and swore that that would be the last time. In any case, | could 
not afford to buy condoms anyway. With my luck, | might have knocked 
her up. Then what? My grandfather used to chastise me after he saw me 
with Enid by saying repeatedly, “I know what you’re doing! You’re playing 
stinkfinger with that little girl up there...” and so on with other snide 
remarks. And, what would we do if Enid got pregnant? So, as the reader 
will see from the following exposition, her mother walking in at the crucial 
moment might have been a good thing after all. | wonder sometimes, how 
many married men got that way because of an unexpected pregnancy? 
Recollect that at that time period, there was no pill. And | can imagine 
Enid’s father reacting to this scenario. He hated me the first moment we 
met and I/m sure that there might have been some bullets flying around. 


At this writing | believe that Enid is still alive. She embarked on a 
successful career in microbiology. Am | glad | met her? You bet. We had a 
lot of fun together but would we have been happy together as a married 
couple? | don’t know but | do know that | was very happy with my wife and 
despite ups and downs, we managed to stay together for 32 years. | don’t 
think that | am “carrying a torch” for Enid, but | certainly wanted to include 
her in a chapter about my friends. One’s good friends always seem to have 
a way of sneaking into your memory from time to time and those thoughts 
give one pleasure and make you laugh-a welcome interruption to one’s 
usual woes in this veil of tears. 


Bob, 


It was great hearing from you once again. | received the pix Ok, but | 
found them a bit fuzzy and | hardly recognized Enid. | have two pix of Enid 
at that juncture. One is her sitting with her dog. The other is of her standing 
at the shore of her cottage in Knowlton on Brome Lake. If | can find them, | 
will scan them and send you copies. 

| was consternated to learn that Enid was your first love. She was 
mine too! | guess that she was a “femme fatale” in those years. | feel that | 
must digress here and relate my tale of woe about Enid. 

After our first meeting at her cottage in Knowlton where | had tea and 
crumpets or something, | went back to see her a couple of times and she 
invited me up to see her at her Victoria street apartment. She played the 
piano for me and knocked me out with her ability. | played boogie woogie 
for her and this seemed to fascinate her since she could not play it herself. 
She introduced me to her parents. Her mother took to me right away, but 
her father didn’t want to know about me and every time | went there, | 
would never see him. Her mother would always be gracious but the old 
man hated my guts. 

Enid decided that | needed more “edumicating” so she first taught 
me cribbage. It took me a while to catch on but even when | did; she would 
whip me constantly. Then she brought out her math homework but | ended 
up showing her a few things. | used to go up to her apartment 3 or 4 times a 
week and we would spend the evening necking on the couch in her living 
room. Since | had no money, | could not take her out anywhere, but she 
didn’t mind at first. | remember taking her out once to Disney’s “Fantasia,” 
which | thought was quite good. After we emerged from the theater, Enid 
passed some remark saying that the movie was “somewhat juvenile.” Of 
course, this made me feel like a dork, but as | grew older, | thought back on 
it and realized that she was probably right. 

| was always trying to get into her pants and we would sometimes 
end up in a wrestling match. She was as strong as a bitch and | would end 
up laughing so hard that she would finally beat me up! | also used to bring 
up friends every now and then and we would all sit about. None of my 
friends liked Enid. Do you remember a chap by the name of Ken 


Williamson? | met him playing tackle football. Do you remember those 
games? We would all get a bottle of Bright’s 97-cent gallons of wine and 
start playing. By the time of the half, everybody was so drunk that we’d end 
up tackling each other and hardly ever finished a game. 

| also recollect getting little pups of scotch or rye at the QLC before 
going to see Enid (I was a lot braver and bolder when | was drunk). Enid 
would always dutifully go to the kitchen to procure me a big glass of ginger 
ale which | would half drink and then fill it with booze. As soon as | started 
to feel a buzz | would go for her. We would kiss passionately and | could 
feel her up but when it came time for getting down to business, she always 
protested. 

| recall one night when | wrestled her down to the floor. | was on top 
of her and | thought that | had her subdued. The next thing | knew, she had 
lifted me (my whole body) straight up in the air and then tossed me aside. | 
was so surprised that | started to laugh and of course, that was my finish. 

However, sometimes when we were passionately embracing, Enid 
would whisper in my ear, “I love you.” This both pleased me and 
disconcerted me. Finally, one night after she uttered these words | decided 
to get down to business. | groped for the golden triangle, this time w/o 
resistance and | was elated. | thought that this was finally it. | reached for 
my zipper and you guessed it, her mother walked in! Enid heard her 
approaching and managed to get most of her clothes back on but it was 
very embarrassing to say the least. The mother was cool, though, but from 
that moment on she would concomitantly make her entrances so as to 
deter any further thoughts of fucking. 

One night | came to the door and Enid met me and told me that we 
were going out. It was a cold, winter night and | didn’t feel like it. After a 
right cross and an arm twist, | finally saw it her way. She had made an 
appointment to go roller-skating! | knew SFA about roller-skating, but Enid 
insisted that my “edumication” required my learning this sport and she 
would teach me. 

We repaired to the Coliseum on Guy street and to make matters 
worse, she introduced me to all of her Westmount cronies, who looked at 
me like | was a bug and | could see that they were wondering where the hell 
Enid had picked me up. Enid then brought me a pair of skates and the next 
thing | knew she was pulling me and holding me whilst she whizzed around 
the rink. All her friends were watching in amusement as | struggled to keep 
my balance. All the while Enid was explaining all the moves. Then Enid 
said, “OK, now try it on your own.” This was said after she had initiated a 
tremendous amount of angular momentum. She let go of me and | sailed 
away (trying vainly to turn) and headed straight for one of the barriers that 
surround the rink. | hit the barrier and went ass over teakettle landing in a 
heap on the floor. Everybody broke up. Enid came over laughing and asked 
if | were hurt. “Only my pride,” was my answer. 

We all went over for some eats but | must say that there wasn’t one 
person that | liked in that bunch. They were extremely snobbish. 


We continued dating and seeing one another at her apartment but 
eventually it got frustrating not being able to consummate our friendship 
(so to speak) so | drifted away and started pursuing other girls even though 
| missed Enid. All this occurred in the fall and winter of 1947, | believe. 

Then in 1949 when | was living on Ormand Brown’s farm in Knowlton 
(Dave Jack had gotten me there), | was hitchhiking about as | was wont to 
do. This beautiful French-Canadian girl, Jacqueline Beaudoin, picked me 
up and we started to talk. She asked me my name and when | said it was 
Keith, she then inquired whether | knew a girl named Enid! When | said | 
did, she exclaimed, “So, you’re Enid’s Keith,” and she told me that Enid 
was always going on about me to her and her friends — about how great | 
was and the like. 

Of course | was flabbergasted and after mulling this over, | decided 
to try to renew our acquaintance. | did nothing about it until after | had 
started to attend Clarkson College. | phoned her and she agreed to meet 
me at the McGill Union. | barely managed to make it and just arrived as she 
was leaving. We spent some time together but | found her quite distant and 
unwilling to renew our friendship alleging that her father was dead set 
against it. | offered to speak to her father and she did not protest. | went to 
see him, but it was a fiasco. It was also somewhat amusing since when | 
was alleging my love for Enid, he couldn’t hear me because of his hearing 
aid acting up. 

The upshot was that | decided that the whole thing was an exercise 
in futility and | moved on and forgot about Enid until well after | got 
married. 

One day when | went to see Brandon at the McGill tennis courts, who 
was then studying medicine, | spotted Enid and found that she had 
changed considerably. She had not aged well and | was somewhat taken 
aback and disappointed by her looks. However, | never completely forgot 
her and would phone her mother from time to time to see how she was 
faring. 

Her mother told me that she had married some idiot from Westmount 
and he treated her very badly. They lived in a cold water flat and he never 
gave her any money. She subsequently 86’d this individual and the next 
time | phoned | believe her mother told me that she had divorced and 
remarried. Later | heard that this marriage didn’t work out either. The last 
thing | was told by her mother was that Enid had become very distant and 
had gone over to Amsterdam to work in microbiology, having obtained her 
PhD in either that field or Biology. | forget which. | believe that | wrote to 
her sometime in the 50’s but | never received an answer. 

Now before | end this sad saga, | must tell you what a small world 
this is. Jeannine showed some houses to several people since the builder 
told her that if she were instrumental in selling any of them, she would 
obtain $100. A fellow named Bruce snapped up one of the houses and we 
became instant friends. We have remained so for 40 years. Bruce had a 
friend named George. George owned a cottage on Brome Lake, which he 


had purchased from a dear friend of his. George and Bruce used to come 
by often to watch porno films at my house. At the time | was helping 
another friend in the video rental business and he used to let me watch all 
of the videos gratis. 

One day when George was describing his cottage, he mentioned that 
he had just sold an upright piano that he would have given to me if he had 
known me then. My ears perked up. What kind of a piano? | then asked him 
to describe the place. It sounded like Enid’s old place! | asked George who 
sold him the place. He told me that it was his dear friend, Pascoe! | was 
bowled over. George said that he bought it for peanuts because old man 
Pascoe only wanted to sell the cottage to some friend that would really 
appreciate it. How do you like them apples? 

So, maybe one of these days | might be able to contact Enid to see 
how she is doing. 

This saga was longer than | thought and | am now tired of writing. | 
will recuperate and send you some more bullshit later. | really got a kick 
out of the photos and your comments. Later. 


Chapter 3-Art 


| had just settled in to my new abode living with my grandmother. 
She insisted that | enter school immediately and sent me down to the 
Montréal high school to enroll. The assistant principal took one look at my 
marks and for some reason decided to put me into the Latin group rather 
than the science group. The school had an admixture of all social classes 
and races of individuals but turned out that we all seemed to have an 
esprit de corps with one unifying purpose-we all hated the school principal 
with equal animus. 

| endeavored to suck up to the teachers as much as possible in 
contrast to my usual delinquent behavior. | wanted to see if this demeanor 
would assist me in any way. Meanwhile, | wanted to continue with my 
practicing boogie-woogie and so | snuck around the school building trying 
to find the piano. The only one that | could locate was in the main 
gymnasium where they held school meetings and the like. Most of the time 
there was nobody there and | could then sit down and practice a while until 
somebody came in to turf me out. Fortunately this happened infrequently, 
but other students sometimes would show up wanting to play or wanting to 
listen to my playing. 

One day this geeky looking young fellow appeared. He was 
extremely friendly and very enthusiastic about learning how to play boogie- 
woogie. He alleged that he was studying the piano and he would like me to 
show him some things. The first thing | did was to sit him down at the 
piano and see exactly how he played. | was summarily shocked when I saw 
his hands practically flat on the keyboard trying to elicit notes with no 
coordination to his left hand whatsoever. However his tenacity and 
enthusiasm were such that | just couldn't ignore him. Indeed, we hit it off 
and became quite friendly. | learned that his name was Art and he was a 
grade or so below me. | was in 10th grade, having been lowered a grade 
from Ontario. Not only that but | was having trouble with the new courses, 
most of which | abhorred. | managed to stay in class by reading these little 
books that were then sold that you could slip inside your text and thus 
pretend that you were studying diligently. Also reading these books 
dampened one's enthusiasm for juking school. Fortunately this propensity 
lasted until the end of the semester in June of 1946. 

It wasn't long before Art and | were interacting out of school as well 
as in school. Art's father had just purchased a new home in the Jean Talon 
area of Montréal. Art was given a piano and a room in which to play and 
practice and soon he was inviting various musicians to visit him Friday 
nights. This is where | first met Mervin. All sorts of people would show up 
for these sessions but the main focus was on learning boogie-woogie and 
playing the same. This did not prevent other piano players from attending 
and trying to introduce us to new forms of music. One night when | showed 
up Art had decided that he was going to start playing clarinet. Fortunately 
after a few weeks he abandoned this idea and we settled back down into 


our boogie-woogie sessions. On occasion when Art's parents got fed up 
with the noise we would meet over at Mervyn's place. Art’s rowess at the 
piano was steadily improving and he seemed to take to me as sort of a big 
brother or father figure for some reason. As soon as | would do something 
new-musically or otherwise, he would emulate whatever it was. For 
example when | bought an aquarium, two weeks later he bought an 
aquarium and stated to study tropical fish and he maintained his aquarium 
until the day he went into the hospital. When | got a cat the next thing | 
knew Art had acquired two or three cats. And as an aside; when | 
discovered something new on the piano, Art would ask me all about it and 
then the next time I'd see him, he'd be playing it. 

Meanwhile, during the summer of 1946 my grandmother insisted that 
| was not allowed to "hang around the house" so that | ended up working in 
a drug warehouse as a shipping clerk! Then after that job was over she 
somehow conned the milkman into hiring me to help him deliver milk! 
Needless to say, this was backbreaking work but there was a silver lining 
to this cloud. It seems that the milkman was an ex-commando and he was 
constantly regaling me with stories of his war adventures. He also was 
somewhat of a Lothario and was fucking some of the wives along his route. 
This would give me an hiatus in the milk toting. There was also an amusing 
incident when two individuals tried to hold him up at the end of his run. 
One of these idiots stuck a gun in the milkman back whereupon 3 seconds 
later the robber found himself on the ground with a broken arm and the 
other fellow was knocked cold. The cops were both impressed and 
amused. The milkman told me that he would have gladly given the money 
except that his training was so automatic that as soon as he felt the gun in 
his back he went into action and used his commando training. | don't 
remember how many weeks | was with this fellow but at the end | was 
completely exhausted. 

Also around the same time | was having gut trouble. After eating my 
gut would be very sore and start to ache. At first this was a mild annoyance 
and then it became a big drag as | couldn't do anything really physical. 
Finally my grandmother got worried enough to call this doctor. The doctor 
was quite experienced as he had just come from the war and had settled 
down into civilian practice. The first thing he did when he came in was to 
lay me down on the bed, put my ass on a towel, don rubber gloves, grease 
up the gloves with Vaseline and proceed with a rectal examination. 
Unfortunately, my asshole is too small or something so he decided to 
shove his hand up there instead. Then while up there, he grabbed my 
appendix area, squeezing it and asking me if it hurt! | won't bore you with 
all of the details, suffice it to say that he was sure that | did not have 
appendicitis, but he wanted me to go to the hospital for a barium 
examination. My grandmother was all for this but of course my grandfather 
was flipping because he had to pay for it. Later | was ensconced in a 
hospital bed at the Royal Victoria Hospital. An intern walked in and without 
so much as a by your leave he stsrted to put on some rubber gloves! Then 


he went for the Vaseline. This is when | blurted out, "Dr. Luke just gave me 
an examination-do I| really need another one?" 

The intern also looked relieved and decided that | didn't need another 
rectal examination and left the room. | was starved for a day or so and then 
taken into a spooky looking room with a huge slab. They put me on this 
slab, reminding me of the original Frankenstein movie that | saw. Then 
somebody handed me what appeared to be a huge milkshake. | was told to 
drink this and they would examine my digestive system with a fluoroscope. 
Previously, a nurse came in to clean out my alimentary canal. This was 
necessary for the impending fluoroscope examination. To thoroughly 
clean me out, | was given a humongous enema. | am sure they put in at 
least a gallon of some liquid and | thought | was about to explode! | just 
made it to the toilet on time and | must've been there for at least 15 
minutes. All 1 can say is that my insides were thoroughly purged! 

After ingesting the barium concoction numerous interns and doctors 
were buzzing around observing my digestive tract doing its thing. After all 
of the observation and discussion, the doctors concluded that there was 
nothing wrong. Later Dr. Luke informed me that they couldn't find anything 
and he put it all down to "nervous indigestion." 

Actually | was feeling a lot better and a few hours later my 
grandparents entered the room and asked me how | felt and what was the 
diagnosis. | repeated the phrase that Dr. Luke had opined and when my 
grandfather was apprised of this he flew into a rage gesticulated wildly and 
said "Well, that's fine. I've spent $250 and you show up with nervous 
indigestion!" 

He followed this with flailing his arms and some more ranting until 
he was calmed down by my grandmother. My recuperation seemed to be 
complete and as | began to reflect back on the whole issue | suddenly 
realized that when I was in El Paso, my Texas Ranger friend, we both 
decided to pig out since there was nothing better to do and the bus that we 
were on had to stop for over an hour. As | recall, we first aid supper, then 
we ate some pancakes, then we ate some other stuff finally returning to the 
bus. Because of my height | opted to sleep up on the luggage rack but | 
was still in somewhat of a cramped position. | don't know whether I'm 
correct in this assumption, but | think that maybe all that food got 
compacted in my intestines and | never really managed to excrete it-that is, 
until last gargantuan enema. In other words, Dr. Luke’s statement to me 
should have been, “Keith, you were full of shit!” 

Anyway, my sucking up worked to my advantage and | was promoted 
to 11th grade with less than satisfactory marks. Aside from my math 
course chemistry course and music course, school became excruciatingly 
boring and | sought every opportunity to skip classes and to this end | 
started becoming very creative. At first | made sure that | was at school on 
time for the first class and roll call. As soon as the teacher walked out the 
door most of us would immediately go out one of the on guarded exits and 
make it down to one of the movie houses before 10 o'clock when the 


feature would begin. It was quite amusing to see half of Montréal high 
school seated in one of the theaters whilst the lights were still on. After the 
movie we would make it back for the noon rollcall and again as soon as the 
teacher departed we would then leave the school only returning at three 
when another roll call was taken and we were dismissed for the day. | 
would see Art from time to time during the school day and sometimes he 
would also juke school and we would end up going to either Willis and Co., 
Layton Brothers or some other establishment to find some piano that we 
could pound on until we would get thrown out. Eventually | just got lazy 
running back and forth so | started writing notes forging my grandfather's 
signature. In this way | could spend the whole day out of school completely 
devoting my time to my own pursuits. Unfortunately, my grandmother had 
given me a check for the school fees and she had mistakingly put on the 
wrong date so | changed it. The secretary to the principle noting the 
alteration, informed the principal, who sent up for me and of course, | was 
not there! Subsequent investigation unearthed a plethora of notes and the 
principal fearing that | might be very sickly, phoned my grandmother. That 
was the end of me attending Montréal high school. | was cashiered 
immediately and my grandmother did not want to hear about my attending 
another school and she insisted that | get employed forthwith. | got lucky. | 
obtained a job as an office boy in a chemical firm and the people were very 
very nice. | looked forward to going to work and | learned quite a bit about 
the business world. 

Concomitantly, my nightlife was significantly improving. | was 
meeting a lot of people and making new acquaintances. One of these was a 
fellow by the name of Moe. | forget exactly where we met but we became 
friends immediately and | quickly found out that Moe was a ladies man. He 
had a bevy of female companions and would amuse me constantly with his 
antics. Eventually Moe and Art got together and the three of us soon 
started to swap stories about our past woes. Mall lived with his mother who 
was constantly giving him grief and Art was very unhappy living at home 
despite his musical freedom. Of course | shared my experience of running 
away with them and they suggested that maybe they should do the same 
thing. Both of them wanted me to accompany them but although | had my 
difficulties with my grandmother and grandfather | had the course and | 
think just pure laziness prevented me from taking them up on their offer. 
Had | known what was in the offing for me at a somewhat later date | would 
have certainly gone along with them. All of this occurred before my 
grandfather went off the wagon again and became the mean and 
despicable drunk that he had been for some time before | entered the 
picture. | was not told of this, of course, because | guess my relatives 
thought that he was cured now, but once an alcoholic, always an alcoholic. 
Unfortunately in this case he was one of those obnoxious alcoholics. Also 
at this time he was the manager of one of the branches of the Bank of 
Montréal and once he started drinking he made all of the employees’ lives 
miserable. 


At first the idea of running away was just discussion and the way of 
passing the time when we had nothing to do. Then the talk seemed to get 
more serious and subsequently both boys were actually making plans on 
ways of getting away. Finally one night they approached me to help them in 
leaving. Their plan was to leave in a car, head west and eventually settle in 
Vancouver. They seemed desperate to go because this was in the winter of 
February 1948. So it was agreed that since they needed a car. The only way 
to get one was to steal one. They made me swear that | would not reveal 
anything about their whereabouts, their destination or any of their plans. | 
promised them that | would not tell anybody anything and | accompanied 
them on their quest and after the deed was done | wished them luck and 
bide them fond farewell. The last | saw of them that night was them heading 
out towards Ontario. 

In the interim | had been working at the chemical company 
commuting every day from Snowdon to Montréal. At first | found the job 
invigorating and | got along very well with all of the staff-both office and 
factory. | was honored to be summoned for a drink of scotch whiskey on 
Christmas Eve with Ernie, the factory maintenance man, who didn't like 
anybody and certainly would not share a drink with any of the staff. Why he 
chose me, | don't know but we sort of hit it off from the first time | met him. 
| was also invited to the boss’s Christmas party and his daughter was quite 
impressed with my boogie-woogie prowess. Then as time went on the 
promises that they had made to me were not kept and | became somewhat 
disillusioned and finally parted company with them in June of 1947. What 
followed were a sequence of jobs that terminated in the fall of 1947. I have 
written about these experiences elsewhere. My last job was working as a 
cashier with Simpsons and it was here that | met my friend, Dave. My 
grandmother sent me out of the apartment daily to look for work but | 
would end up going to Dave's place, having a second breakfast and then 
we wound repair down to the McGill Union where we would spend the day 
playing bridge. It was a cold winter and | really didn't feel like running 
around all over the place looking for work in that climate. 

One day while we were sitting by and playing bridge, | suddenly 
became aware of two ominous figures standing behind me glaring at me. | 
decided not to let it bother me and | just continued playing ignoring them. 
This seemed to aggravate them and one of them spoke to me and said that 
he wanted to talk to me. The tone of his voice was very unfriendly so | told 
him to wait until | finished the hand. The other fellow with him became 
extremely annoyed and demanded that we talk immediately. He then 
averred that he was from the provincial police and they wanted to question 
me. Everything got very quiet and they ushered me into an empty room and 
told me that one of them was Art's father and the other man was a 
provincial cop. They wanted to know where Art was. | of course said | didn't 
know, that I hadn't seen Art for a while but if | did hear from him, | would 
certainly let them know immediately. This statement went over like an iron 
cloud! They kept asking questions for over an hour. | waltzed them around 


the room as best | could and they finally gave up and left. They told me 
they didn't believe me and they made all sorts of threats. | was a bit scared 
but the truth was, | didn't know where they were and | hadn't heard from 
either one of them. | later found out that they had made it to Ontario to 
some gas station after they had picked up a hitchhiker. They both got out 
of the car, leaving the hitchhiker in the car whereupon the hitchhiker drove 
off with the car. Recall that this was a scar that they stole and now they 
were stranded at this gas station in the middle of winter with very little 
money and no means of transportation. Moe had the brilliant idea of 
phoning the cops, which they did and guess what? The cops caught the 
hitchhiker and were about to return the stolen vehicle back to my friends 
when at the last minute, one of the cops decided to check and verify that 
the car really belonged to Moe's father. Unfortunately, the jig was up and 
they were arrested forthwith. They were put in jail in Bordeaux but since 
both of them were underage they were put in the slammer for a few days 
and of course, both parents were notified. Art told his father the whole 
story and needless to say, his father and indeed, all of his relatives blamed 
me for the whole incident. Art's father was particularly miffed because he 
could not extort or pressure me into breaking my word to his son. He 
forbade his son to have anything to do with me and so our boogie-woogie 
sessions became history. Later | did hear from Art but we had to meet one 
another surreptitiously. We still would both try to seek out pianos on which 
to practice at whatever store or establishment might tolerate us. | managed 
to find another job which took me away from my newfound freedom and as 
it turned out, it was the best job | have ever had. Unfortunately, due to 
circumstances beyond my control, | ended up in the Eastern Townships 
working on a farm. It was now the summer of 1948. | managed to acquire a 
new circle of friends and | determined to go back to school and finish my 
education. | was lucky and ultimately ended up in Granby high school and 
managed to acquire a senior high school leaving certificate. Alas, at the 
end of the school year my grandmother still cajoled me into seeking 
employment elsewhere and so | ended up in Asbestos, Québec. It seems 
that my grandfather was again off the wagon and giving everybody grief 
with his alcoholic tirades. 

Meanwhile, Art had quit school and decided to become a full-time 
musician. His piano technique had improved somewhat and he was 
spending all day long copying out records and studying music. He then 
managed to get a steady job with a Latin band and this caused him to 
spend every afternoon listening and transcribing latin tunes from 
recordings. He also tried to improve his reading of music but he never 
mastered that facility. He was living by himself as | recall and | would go up 
to see him from time to time. Just before | left for university | visited him 
and found that he had acquired two new habits. The first one was that he 
had found marijuana and he had taken to it very seriously. He wanted me to 
indulge but | politely refused since | had quit smoking and | did not want to 
take up the habit again in any way shape or form. The second thing he 


acquired was a steady girlfriend and he was alleging that he might be 
getting married! | asked him point blank why he would think about doing 
such a thing and he simply answered that he loved her. | had a hard time 
stifling my laughter since Art was still a teenager and | could not fathom 
how he could possibly be in love. | especially wanted to see his new 
Paramore to see what all the fuss was about. | did meet her and | was 
appalled to say the least. She looked like a trollop and one could see that 
she had come from the lower classes. | don't want to sound like a snob but 
| figured somehow that Art could do better for himself. There is also 
something else about the girl that bothered me and that was that one of her 
eyes had a pupil of which one part extended into the iris. This gave one the 
disconcerting feeling when talking to this individual and all of this put 
together sort of overwhelmed me and took me aback. Although | was 
visibly shaken | tried to put on a good face and certainly | determined not to 
let these new discoveries dampen my friendship with Art. Indeed, we kept 
in touch all through my university years and for a while he had abandoned 
this girl and decided to experiment with hookers and other girlfriends. 
When | would go to the club to hear him with a Latin band he would regale 
me with some of his sexual exploits and other stories. Then he decided to 
settle down and you guessed it, he ended up marrying the girl that | had 
first met. 

Although | was attending Clarkston College taking a_ full-time 
syllabus in chemistry, | did find time to practice some piano and | was 
desperately trying to learn how to play bebop. | made trips sporadically to 
Montréal and Art was a great help teaching me the basics of bebop. He was 
taking lessons from Steep Wade, who was the local guru in the new style of 
music. Art was also in touch with Oscar Peterson, who also was gleaming 
information from Wade’s piano prowess. He had been a mainstay in the 
Louis Metcalfe band and was now freelancing doing club gigs. Art spent 
most of his day practicing trying to master the new music. At night he 
worked in one band or another and | was very impressed with his 
improvement. Another thing that helped me in my musical quest was a 
State Teachers College directly across the street from Clarkson. Their 
music school was first rate and they were all into the new music so | 
learned quite a bit from them as well and started taking gigs myself. | 
became somewhat proficient in bebop but also | had a chance to study the 
Tristano school. So in 1951 when | transferred to Sir George Williams 
College in Montréal, | had knowledge that | could show Art and we 
exchanged a lot of ideas. 

At first | lived in a series of rooms, some having kitchen privileges, 
some not, but none having a piano. | was not able to practice, but 
ultimately | moved in with my future wife into a furnished apartment that 
had a piano. Since we had sublet we had to move after three months and 
we settled into another place without a piano. All the while | was in 
constant touch with Art and at that point | was sexually immature and 
sought advice from Art regarding different positions and techniques that | 


could employ with my new found friend. When I look back on it, | find that 
these conversations were hilarious although my wife didn't think so at the 
time, but | did learn quite a lot and even adopted a particular position which 
| dubbed “Art’s Method.” 

Then one day out of the blue | received a call from Art who informed 
me that his mother-in-law had told him about an available piano. She 
worked in some home where they were trying to get rid of the piano. It was 
an upright and she offered it to Art and told him that all he needed to do 
was to pay for the moving. Art already had a piano and he thought of me 
and asked me if | wanted it. | jumped at the chance and in a few days the 
piano was delivered to my new abode. The landlady was very upset with 
my practicing and we decided to leave those premises. As | recall | put the 
piano in storage with the fellow that had repaired it and we moved in with 
my wife's parents staying there until such time as we got married. As soon 
as we were married my new father-in-law ensconced us in one of his 
apartments-a small, cold water flat on a third-floor and as soon as | was 
able | moved the piano into the new place. Now all of this time | was still 
attending university and in 1953 | obtained my BSC in math and physics. | 
stayed for another year and obtained a BA in psychology due to the fact 
that | had a lot of surplus credits from night school and the like. | was also 
active in the Montréal jazz scene and had collaborated with Paul Bley in 
founding the Jazz Workshop. Art, of course, was an active member, playing 
some of the concerts and assisting us in cajoling musicians to play some 
of the concerts without pay. 

Art and his wife had moved in with another jazz musician, Bob 
Langlois. Bob was an experienced musician and although being somewhat 
older than we were, was very interested in learning the new music. The 
striking thing that | noticed about him was that even though he was our 
senior, he never treated us as inferiors like the majority of other people his 
age. That quality alone endeared me to him. His wife was also beautiful and 
we hit it off right away. | would spend every moment that | could going over 
to Bob's Place and the three of us would exchange ideas and show each 
other chord changes, play records, exchange musical ideas and so forth. It 
was a great learning experience for me and the other two were actual 
working musicians and of course, that gave me insight into jobs that | 
would sometimes obtain to supplement my income. However, | was never 
very good at playing commercial music so | usually ended up playing jazz 
gigs with little or no money. But my one highlight was a job at the Chez 
Paree obtained from a bass playing friend. The job paid well, | did play jazz 
and | actually lasted there for a number of weeks. Thanks to Art and his 
musician friends | managed to supplement my income, which was very 
meager at this point. My wife worked a bit, but she didn't like it and 
eventually quit working and decided to stay home and do the household 
chores, which | had been doing previously. | have written elsewhere about 
the Jazz workshop and some of my experiences in the music business so | 
won't belabor the point here. 


| received my BA in 1954 and having the two diplomas, | was all 
ready for the world to hire me and use my great talents. Unfortunately, it 
seemed that | was the only one that appreciated my great talents! | couldn't 
get a job, | couldn't get arrested! The only offer that | had was from some 
insurance companies and after going for the interviews and observing the 
environments | decided that | wanted nothing to do with it. | appealed to an 
old friend of my grandfather’s, who was now working in the insurance 
game. He made a few phone calls to his wartime buddies and the next thing 
| knew | had a job with the Bell telephone company. At this time the Bell 
telephone engineers were working six days a week! It was a horrible job. | 
finally left after six months and obtained a job at Canadian Marconi. | liked 
it there but | had the opportunity of going to an interview for a job in 
Baltimore. | got the offer and so we packed up and left town. Of course this 
put me out of touch with Art, Mervin and the rest of the Montréal musicians. 
| would see some of them during the holidays when we would return for 
vacations. We finally returned to Montréal in the fall of 1960. My wife was 
disillusioned with the United States and begged us to come back to 
Montréal. | acquiesced to this wish and we ended up again renting one of 
her father's apartments. My wife and her sister went house hunting and 
they finally settled on a house in Roxboro, a suburb of Montreal. | would 
see Art from time to time but there'd been some major changes in his life. 
He had found out that his wife had been picking up men on the street while 
he was playing jobs. This had been going on for some time and a lot of the 
musicians were aware of this but none of them saw fit to advise him until 
one friend decided to inform him of the activity. Needless to say there was 
instant separation and divorce. Another change was his fervent devotion to 
smoking pot. | was really appalled to find out how much pot he was 
smoking and he seemed to care about nothing else except that and playing 
music. This habit did not deter him however from practicing, listening to 
records and socializing with other musicians. He had a coterie of 
acquaintances-most of them working musicians. | must relate one amusing 
incident. While | was living in my father-in-law's apartment, Art asked me to 
copy off a Bud Powell solo for him. | was in the process in those days of 
amassing as many jazz solos and transcribing them. | told Art that | would 
be glad to to do this but he insisted on paying me. He told me that he would 
give me $10 for the solo. | did not refuse because as usual, | was short of 
funds. | copied off the solo and gave it to Art. But instead of giving me the 
$10, he gave me a little envelope of pot! | phoned him and tol him that | 
appreciated this but that | would rather have the $10 cash whereupon he 
informed me that he didn't have $10 at that juncture. This was followed by 
his unmistakable snicker which he employed when he thought something 
was droll. | laughed but | was now beginning to think that the pot was 
beginning to take over his life. 

Subsequently, he met a female singer and they became a couple, 
soon married and they had a son. His second wife was a lot prettier than 
his first and she seemed to have better morals although she did indulge in 


his smoking habit. At first we seemed to get along but | detected a mean 
streak in her nature and | opted to stay away from Art when she was 
around. | was not the only one that observed this quality and it was tricky 
to interact with Art as she always seemed to be in the background. Also, 
Art had adopted a very moral tone and frowned upon some of the other 
friends and musicians’ behavior when | could think back and remember 
that he used to indulge in some of that behavior himself. All of this 
however did not deter us from swapping musical information. | also made a 
joke to my wife that Art had also followed my example having one son. In 
1963 | returned to teaching full-time and more or less abandoned my 
musical work except for playing piano. | might mention that | had finally 
sold the piano that Art had given to me to a fellow musician in Florida since 
| could not afford to move it back to Montréal. | managed to purchase an 
old upright for $30 to use as a temporary instrument until | could find 
something that | really wanted to buy. Again. Art assisted me in my quest. 
He put me on to a piano tuner that had access to pianos for sale. | told the 
piano tuner that | was looking for a Heitzman upright and he managed to 
procure a very good piano for me. Sometimes Art, Bob and | would get 
together for old times sake. 

Another incident happened after Art had moved with his first wife to 
another apartment in downtown Montreal. He asked me to land him my 
Charlie Parker 78s which | did. He put the whole pile on top of his piano 
and then one day he fell asleep while smoking. The ensuing conflagration 
melted my 78s into one huge lump and in those days these sides were very 
hard to replace. There is nothing | could do about it and Art promised to 
replace them but he never did. 

Art was now heavily involved in the drug scene. He dabbled with 
LSD, heroin and other chemicals but they scared them off and he was wise 
enough to stick with his pot. The RCMP was very active on the jazz scene 
and were forever trying to bust jazz musicians. They busted the whole 
Louis Metcalfe organization and arrested some of the musicians that | had 
played with. They even came to visit me one time. Art and Steep Wade 
hung out together but | did not trust Wade. | haf observed that most of his 
associates ended up getting busted but he never seemed to do any fail 
time. | think | warned Art but whether it had any effect on him | don't know. | 
do know that one time he had left Wade in his room after the latter had sold 
him some pot. As Art descended the stairs he thought that he saw or heard 
something just outside of the apartment door. He cautiously looked but 
saw nothing. But something told him to get rid of the pot so before he 
rounded the corner he dumped it in the mailbox. Then he turned the corner 
and 2 seconds later he felt a hand grabbing his throat and he was thrown 
against the wall. He was then searched thoroughly but of course, they 
found nothing. They were very disappointed and had to let him go. 

In the fall of 1963 | dabbled with pot to see what all the fuss was 
about. | decided to buy some from somebody | trusted so | asked Art if he 
would procure some for me. He was very happy to do this but he said that 


he and his friend could buy an ounce for $30 and we could split the ounce 
three ways and it would be a lot cheaper than buying separate joints. | went 
along with this, gave him the $10 and after a few days Art phoned and told 
me to come down to his place and pick up my share. | went down and he 
ushered me in to his living room where on the table sat three piles of 
marijuana. His friend was there and when | took a closer look at the piles | 
saw that my share had an enormous amount of seeds and stems whereas 
the other two piles had practically no stems or seeds. When | remarked 
about this fact Art told me that he and his friend had removed the seeds 
and stems. However, one could quickly see that the two other piles were 
equivalent in size and obviously they had removed the seeds and stems 
and put them on my pile. | said nothing that | realized that Art had reached 
that stage of addiction where his need for pot had finally overtaken his 
personality. How many times have | seen this? The person’s whole reason 
for living is to get that chemical that makes them feel good and their whole 
reason for existence is to somehow acquire a particular chemical that they 
think they need. | noticed that his friends now were mostly potheads and | 
was quite dismayed at Art's behavior. But after this incident my attitude 
towards Art changed and although | maintained my friendship | did so at a 
distance. 

We kept in touch and as usual Art followed my example and got 
himself a job as a teacher in one of the CEGEPs. Actually, this worked out 
very well since Art was an excellent teacher and | often send him musicians 
who wanted to take lessons from me. | tried my hand at teaching music but 
| quickly abandoned the idea since it was too frustrating and | did not have 
the patience. Most of the time the students that | had were lazy louts that 
never wanted to practice anything that | showed them and they would show 
up time after time not having done any of the homework that | have 
assigned. So, | threw them out and determined that | would do no more 
music tutoring. On the other hand, Art had a lot more patience and even 
developed a method for beginning jazz piano players and enthusiasts. He 
subsequently wound up with a permanent position in the school and 
produced a lot of successful students. He also, like me, had a lot of trouble 
with rhythm sections and refused to take any jobs unless they involved 
solo piano only. Now that he was teaching he could afford to be choosy. He 
continued to play with rhythm sections but only with the people that he 
could tolerate. By the mid-70s Art haf developed into a very proficient 
piano player and musician and | accompanied him one night on a jazz job 
and was amazed how he had progressed. He even had made a record. 
Unfortunately, he never was able to master reading music and he relied on 
his second wife to read the music and then he would incorporate it into his 
playing. | think he told me once that except for this lack of music reading 
he would have had a very good job at the CBC. But | believe that there was 
another reason as well and it was his well known propensity for marijuana. 

Be that as it may, as far as I'm concerned, it was the CBC that was 
the loser. Art had become a well schooled musician who had a tremendous 


knowledge of harmony, a mastery of different schools of music, a 
prodigious repertoire of songs and lots of experience on the bandstand. In 
his later years Art could play almost any style of music with a passable 
degree of efficiency and knowledge. He was the paragon of the individual 
who through dogged persistence and hard work changed himself from a 
pubert with terrible piano technique into a first-class musician that could 
play almost any style of music. His only weakness as | have heretofore 
stated, was his inability to read music fast enough to play shows or 
accompany singers that had special sheet music which required a 
sophisticated capacity for reading scores. 

| recall an incident involving myself when I was_ playing 
professionally. | was not too adapt at playing commercial jobs and this one 
job that | had required a working knowledge of some Latin music. | 
frantically called Art, told him of my plight and he was kind enough to come 
over and record the basic latin rhythms for me. He played these rhythms on 
my electronic piano and | taped these. | was somewhat taken aback at his 
prowess at categorizing the different Latin styles and then illustrating them 
with cogent piano examples. This helped me immensely and carried me 
through that job. Not only had Art developed his musical prowess but he 
also followed my example when | became interested in chess. Art studied 
books on the subject and soon became very skilled at the game and joined 
a club and | believe participated in some tournaments. But his chief interest 
was always music so he sort of got off the chess train but soon developed 
another interest. He got the ping-pong bug and the next thing | knew he 
was playing ping-pong endlessly. | think he also participated in some 
tournaments but gradually his interest waned and he went back to music. 

As | recall all of the above interests preceded his teaching 
experience. Again, he superseded me and also | might have given him the 
idea for teaching. In any case, Art became a music teacher and was very 
successful at this. He was a natural since he had a great ability of 
organizing and categorizing his musical knowledge. And more importantly, 
he could demonstrate any of this knowledge by actually playing on the 
piano whatever he was talking about. He churned out many a young jazz 
musician and of course, he didn't have to put up with any more bad rhythm 
sections. 

Art had also developed a keen interest in comedy and every time 
there was a comedian at one of the jazz clubs he was there to listen. His 
particular delight in comedy was ethnic humor. Every now and again he 
would telephone me and regale me with some newfound ethnic jokes. 
These jokes of course are mostly frowned upon by ordinary people and 
anybody that listens to these jokes and finds them funny is automatically 
considered to be racially prejudiced. | don't think that Art had a prejudiced 
bone in his body. When | would tease him and chastise him about some 
joke he would just say that he found the jokes interesting because they 
would illustrate differences in various cultures and his wife told me once 
that Art, upon meeting a musician from some other culture, would start 


telling these jokes to this individual. His wife was appalled at this but none 
of the musicians that he told these jokes to ever took umbrage and indeed 
laughed heartily at the humor. Art actually started a sort of scrapbook of 
jokes and humorous expressions that he would hear on TV or pick up from 
some other person. Now and again he would read some of this stuff to me. 
Needless to say, | found all of this stuff quite droll. However, | think that 
musicians have a different way of looking at things and certainly have a 
different sense of humor then most people. Lenny Bruce used to say that 
when the musicians in the band laughed at his jokes, those were the ones 
that he kept in his act and he alleged that these jokes were the ones that 
seemed to last the longest. 

Unfortunately for Art his son did not share his propensity for music, 
although his son did dabble for a while on drums, as did my son, but Art's 
son decided that music was not for him and turned his attention elsewhere. 
Art’s second wife was an erstwhile cabaret singer with a certain amount of 
talent who could play with brushes and who had a good basic training in 
music. She also was a pretty good reader of music but when she married 
Art she would carry on all the time about the fact that she had given up a 
promising career to devote her life to marriage. Well, although she was an 
adequate singer, none of the musicians that | talked to ever supported her 
image of herself as a successful career singer. Like most of these female 
singers, she had a mean streak in her and when she got mad at somebody, 
her fury was unbounded. Several musicians that | know did not go near 
Art's home fearing her disapproval or feeling uneasy when she was 
around-which was most of the time. Art dealt with her with his usual 
equanimity and they were together until Art died. I'm sure that his wife 
loved him dearly but | think that he might have been happier if she hadn't 
been so mean spirited. 

Most of my contact with Art in the later years was either by phone or 
meeting during concerts. Art and his wife had decided to switch to one of 
these health diets and they ate a lot of fruits. Art also would walk every day 
for exercise and when he visited me about a month before he died, he was 
looking quite well and most of his hair was still its original color. He had 
very few gray hairs. Then one day when he was leaning over his fish tank 
tending to his piscatorial chores, he suddenly experienced an excruciating 
pain in his back and had to be placed in a taxi by friends in order to get to 
the hospital. After diagnosing him the doctors found that he had bone 
cancer! When | heard about his sojourn to the hospital | immediately 
phoned him and the first thing that he did was to tell me some jokes! | 
considered him to be indestructible and | told him so. He answered by 
saying that he thought he was too. He seemed to be in good spirits and 
since | hadn't heard about the diagnosis | figured that he would be out of 
there in a few days. However, that was not to be the case. He succumbed to 
the cancer and died. 

This state of affairs took me aback. | thought about all those years 
that we had known one another and all the times that | had consulted him 


about musical matters. He was always helpful and eager to assist a fellow 
musician in any way that he could, unlike some of the younger musicians 
now. Although | did grow away from him over the years, | have to say that 
he was a musician of considerable influence on the Montréal jazz scene. 
Had it not been for his love affair with pot | think that we would've kept up 
our very close relationship that we shared in our teens and early years. 
These chemicals have a way of altering one's personality and making that 
person solely dependent on whatever chemical happens to be their choice. 
Even so, his chemical dependency could not dampen his enthusiasm or 
quest for furthering his musical knowledge. At one point in Arts career he 
commuted monthly to New York City to take lessons from Al Haig. Like me 
he would approach any piano player that played anything that piqued his 
interest and try to elicit any information that he could about what he had 
heard. Back in the 40s and 50s there were no books or courses and jazz to 
help you. You had to glean what you could from records, going to 
nightclubs or finding some kind soul that would show you something. Now 
of course, one has a plethora of ways to learn improvisational techniques. 
Whether this is good or bad only time will tell. 


| had just settled in to my new abode living with my grandmother. 
She insisted that | enter school immediately and sent me down to the 
Montréal high school to enroll. The assistant principal took one look at my 
marks and for some reason decided to put me into the Latin group rather 
than the science group. The school has an admixture of all classes and 
races of individuals that we all seem to have an esprit de corps with one 
unifying purpose-we all hated the school principal with equal animus. 

| endeavored to suck up to the teachers as much as possible in 
contrast to my usual delinquent behavior. | wanted to see if this demeanor 
would assist me in any way. Meanwhile, | wanted to continue with my 
practicing boogie-woogie and so | snuck around the school building trying 
to find the piano. The only one that | could locate was in the main 
gymnasium where they held school meetings and the like. Most of the time 
there was nobody there and | could then sit down and practice a while until 
somebody came in to turf me out. Fortunately this happened infrequently, 
but other students sometimes would show up wanting to play or wanting to 
listen to my playing. 

One day this geeky looking young fellow appeared. He was 
extremely friendly and very enthusiastic about learning how to play boogie- 
woogie. He alleged that he was studying the piano and he would like me to 
show him some things. The first thing | did was to sit him down at the 
piano and see exactly how he played. | was summarily shocked when | saw 
his hands practically flat on the keyboard trying to elicit notes with no 
coordination to his left hand whatsoever. However his tenacity and 
enthusiasm were such that | just couldn't ignore him. Indeed, we headed off 
and became quite friendly. | learned that his name was Art and he was a 
grade or so below me. | was in 10th grade, having been lowered a grade 


from Ontario. Not only that but | was having trouble with the new courses, 
most of which | abhorred. | managed to stay in class by reading these little 
books that were then sold that you could slip inside your text and thus 
pretend that you were studying diligently. Also reading these books 
dampened one's enthusiasm for juking school. Fortunately this propensity 
lasted until the end of the semester in June of 1946. 

It wasn't long before Art and | were interacting out of school as well 
as in school. Art's father had just purchased a new home in the Jean Talon 
area of Montréal. Art was given a piano and a room in which to play and 
practice and soon he was inviting various musicians to visit him Friday 
nights. This is where | first met Mervin. All sorts of people would show up 
for these sessions but the main focus was on learning boogie-woogie and 
playing the same. This did not prevent other piano players from attending 
and trying to introduce us to new forms of music. One night when | showed 
up Art had decided that he was going to start playing clarinet. Fortunately 
after a few weeks he abandoned this idea and we settled back down into 
our boogie-woogie sessions. On occasion when Art's parents got fed up 
with the noise we would meet over at Mervin's place. Art’s prowess at the 
piano was steadily improving and he seemed to take to me as sort of a big 
brother or father figure for some reason. As soon as | would do something 
new-musically or otherwise, he would emulate whatever it was. For 
example when | bought an aquarium, two weeks later he bought an 
aquarium and started to study tropical fish and he maintained his aquarium 
until the day he went into the hospital. When | got a cat the next thing | 
knew Art had acquired two or three cats. And as an aside we discover 
something new on the piano, he would ask me all about it and then the next 
time I'd see him he'd be playing it. 

At this time Art was dedicated to boogie woogie but he became 
interested in bebop and subsequently devoted all of his attention to this 
music style and expressed nothing but antipathy towards the older forms 
of jazz except for boogie woogie. Eventually he realized that to become a 
working musician, he would have to be adept in other styles of music. But 
for the present he was concentrating on learning and mastering bebop. To 
this end he would go anywhere and do practically anthing to achieve this 
goal. 

One amusing incident comes to mind. Art had learned that Buddy 
Rich was coming to Belmont Park in Cartierville. This event occurred in the 
late 40s or early 50s as | recall. Art asked me to come along with several 
other musicians that were upcoming boppers. We sat near the bandstand 
and Buddy Rich started to play. The band was competent but not a note of 
Bop was forthcoming. Art first became agitated and then got worked up 
and irate. After the first set, he approached Buddy Rich, who was still on 
the bandstand and said, “Hey Buddy, how about playing a major seventh or 
something? We’d like to hear some modern harmonies.” 

Buddy Rich looked at Art incredulously. Art was now in front of the 
bandstand and was not intimidated at all by Buddy’s glare. Buddy then 


turned to some of the sax players that were still on the stand and said, 
“Boys, play a major seventh for this guy.” 

The sax players put their horns to their lips and blew a chord. 
Satisfied, Buddy turned to Art, who exclaimed, “That’s not a major seventh, 
that’s a dominant seventh!” Buddy didn’t know what to say since Art was 
correct. | could hear that the chord they played was definitely a dominant 
seventh. | was impressed that Art had developed his ear at that point since 
he was still struggling with piano technique. Buddy Rich did not respond 
and turned away in disgust and left the stand. Art continued to carry on a 
bit because he had spent a lot of money to see the Rich organization and 
expected to hear the band playing bebop instead of the old musical 
arrangements. 

Meanwhile, during the summer of 1946 my grandmother insisted that 
| was not allowed to "hang around the house" so that | ended up working in 
a drug warehouse as a shipping clerk! Then after that job was over she 
somehow conned to the milkman into hiring me to help them deliver milk! 
Needless to say, this was backbreaking work but there was a silver lining 
to the cloud. It seems that the milkman was an ex-commando and he was 
constantly regaling me with stories of his war adventures. He also was 
somewhat of a Lothario and was fucking some of the wives along his route. 
This would give me an hiatus in the milk toting. There was also an amusing 
incident when two individuals tried to hold him up at the end of his run. 
One of these idiots stuck a gun in the milkman back whereupon 3 seconds 
later the robber found himself on the ground with a broken arm and the 
other fellow was knocked cold. The cops were both impressed and 
amused. The milkman told me that he would have gladly given the money 
except that his training was so automatic that is soon as he felt the gun in 
his back he went into action and used his commando training. | don't 
remember how many weeks | was with this fellow but at the end | was 
completely exhausted. Also around the same time | was having got trouble. 
After eating my gut would be very sore and start to ache. At first this was a 
mild annoyance and then it became a big drag as | couldn't do anything 
really physical. Finally my grandmother got worried enough to call this 
doctor. The doctor was quite experienced as he had just come from the war 
and had settled down into civilian practice. The first thing he did when he 
came in was to lay me down on the bed, put my ass on a towel, don rubber 
gloves, grease up the gloves with Vaseline and proceed with a rectal 
examination. Unfortunately, my ass hole is too small or something so he 
decided to shove his hand up there instead. Then while up there, he 
grabbed my appendix area, squeezing it and asking me if it hurt! | won't 
bore you with all of the details, suffice it to say that he was sure that | did 
not have appendicitis, but he wanted me to go to the hospital for a barium 
examination. My grandmother was all for this but of course my grandfather 
was flipping because he had to pay for it. 


The next thing | knew | was ensconced in a hospital bed at the Royal 
Victoria Hospital. An intern walked in and without so much as a by your 
word he started to put on some rubber gloves! Then he went for the 
Vaseline. This is when I blurted out, "Dr. Luke just gave me an examination- 
do I really need another one?" 

The intern also looked relieved and decided that | didn't need another 
rectal examination and left the room. | was starved for a day or so and then 
taken into a spooky looking room with a huge slab. They put me on this 
slab, reminding me of the original Frankenstein movie that | saw. Then 
somebody handed me what appeared to be a huge milkshake. | was told to 
drink this and they would examine my digestive system with a fluoroscope. 
Previously, a nurse came in to clean out my alimentary canal. This was 
necessary for the impending fluoroscope examination. To thoroughly clean 
clean me out, | was given a humongous panama. | am sure they put in at 
least a gallon of some liquid and | thought | was about to explode! | just 
made it to the toilet on time and | must've been there for at least 15 
minutes. All | can say is that my insides were thoroughly cleaned! 

After ingesting the barium concoction numerous interns and doctors 
were buzzing around observing my digestive tract doing its thing. After all 
of the observation and discussion, the doctors concluded that there was 
nothing wrong. Later Dr. Luke informed me that they couldn't find anything 
and he put it all down to "nervous indigestion." 

Actually | was feeling a lot better and a few hours later my 
grandparents entered the room and asked me how | felt and what was the 
diagnosis. I've repeated the phrase that Dr. Luke had opined and the next 
thing | knew my grandfather flew into a rage gesticulated wildly and said 
"well, that's fine. I've spent $250 and you show up with nervous 
indigestion!" 

He followed this with wild flailing his arms and some more ranting 
until he was calmed down by my grandmother. My recuperation seem to be 
complete and as | began to reflect back on the whole issue | suddenly 
realize that when I was in El Paso, my Texas Ranger friend and | decided to 
peg out since there was nothing better to do and the bus that we were on 
me to stop for over an hour. As | recall, we first aid supper, then we ate 
some pancakes, then we ate some other stuff finally returning to the bus. 
Because of my height | opted to sleep up on the luggage rack but | was still 
in somewhat a cramped position. | don't know whether I'm correct in this 
assumption, but | think that maybe all that food got compacted in my 
intestines and | never really managed to excrete it-that is, until last 
gargantuan enema. 

Anyway, my sucking up worked to my advantage and | was passed 
to 11th grade with less than satisfactory marks. Aside from my math 
course chemistry course and music course school became excruciatingly 
boring and | sought every opportunity to to skip classes and to this end | 
started becoming very creative. At first | made sure that | was at school on 
time for the first class and roll call. AS soon as the teacher walked out the 


door most of us would immediately go out one of the on guarded exits and 
make it down to one of the movie houses before 10 o'clock when the 
feature would begin. It was quite amusing to see half of Montréal high 
school seated in one of the theaters whilst the lights were still on. After the 
movie we would make it back for the noon rollcall and again as soon as the 
teacher departed we would then leave the school only returning at three 
when another roll was taken and we were dismissed for the day. | would 
see Art from time to time during the school day and sometimes he would 
also juke school and we would end up going to either Willis and Co., 
Layton Brothers or some other establishment to find some piano that we 
can pound on until we would get thrown out. Eventually | just got lazy 
running back and forth so I| started writing notes forging my grandfather's 
signature in this way | could spend the whole day out of school completely 
devoting my time to my own pursuits. Unfortunately, my grandmother had 
given me a check for the school fees and she had mistakingly put on the 
wrong date so | changed it. The secretary to the principle noting the 
alteration, informed the principal, who sent up for me and of course, | was 
not there! Subsequent investigation unearthed a plethora of notes and the 
principal fearing that | might be very sickly, phoned my grandmother. That 
was the end of me attending Montréal high school. | was _ cashiered 
immediately and my grandmother did not want to hear about my attending 
another school and she insisted that | get employed forth with. | got lucky. | 
obtained a job as an office boy in a chemical firm and the people were very 
very nice. | look forward to going to work and | learned quite a bit about the 
business world. 

Can't competently, my nightlife was significantly improving. | was 
meeting a lot of people and making new acquaintances. One of these was a 
fellow by the name of Moe. | forget exactly where we met but we became 
friends immediately and | quickly found out that Moe was a ladies man. He 
had a bevy of female companions and would amuse me constantly with his 
antics. Eventually Moe and Art got together and the three of us soon 
started to swap stories about our past woes. Mall lived with his mother who 
is constantly giving him grief and Art was very unhappy living at home 
despite his musical freedom. Of course | shared my experience of running 
away with them and they suggested that maybe they should do the same 
thing. Both of them wanted me to a company them but although | had my 
difficulties with my grandmother and grandfather | had the course and | 
think just pure laziness prevented me from taking them up on their offer. 
Had | known what was in the offing for me at a somewhat later date | would 
have certainly gone along with them. All of this occurred before my 
grandfather went off the wagon again and became the means and 
despicable drunk that he had been for some time before | entered the 
picture. | was not told of this course because I guess my relatives thought 
that he was cured now but once an alcoholic, always an alcoholic. 
Unfortunately in this case he was one of them mean alcoholics. Also at this 


time he was the manager of one of the branches of the Bank of Montréal 
and once he started drinking he made all of the employees lives miserable. 

At first the idea of running away was just discussion in the way of 
passing the time when we had nothing to do. Then the talk seemed to get 
more serious and subsequently both boys were actually making plans on 
ways of getting away. Finally one night they approached me to help them in 
leaving. Their plan was to leave in a car, headed west and eventually 
settled in Vancouver. They seemed desperate to go because this was in the 
winter of February 1948. So it was agreed that since they needed a car the 
only way to get one is to steal one. They made me swear that | would not 
reveal anything about their whereabouts, their destination or any of their 
plans. | promised them that | would not tell anybody anything and | 
accompanied them on their quest and after the deed was done | wish them 
luck and bide them fond farewell. The last | saw of them that night was 
them heading out towards Ontario. 

In the interim | have been working at the chemical company 
commuting every day from Snowdon to Montréal. At first | found the job 
invigorating and | got along very well with all of the staff-both office and 
factory. | was honored to be summoned for a drink of scotch whiskey on 
Christmas Eve with Ernie, the factory maintenance man, who didn't like 
anybody and certainly would not share a drink with any of the staff. Why he 
chose me, | don't know but we sort of hit it off from the first time | met him. 
| was also invited to the bosses Christmas party and his daughter was 
quite impressed with my boogie-woogie prowess. Then as time went on the 
promises that they had made to me were not kept and | became somewhat 
disillusioned and finally parted company with them in June of 1947. What 
followed were a sequence of jobs that terminated in the fall of 1947. I have 
written about these experiences elsewhere. My last job was working as a 
cashier with Simpsons and it was here that | met my friend, Dave. My 
grandmother sent me out of the apartment daily to look for work but | 
would end up going to Dave's place, having a second breakfast and then 
we wound repair down to the McGill Union where we would spend the day 
playing bridge. It was a cold winter and | really didn't feel like running 
around all over the place looking for work in that climate. 

One day while we were sitting by and playing bridge, | suddenly 
became aware of two ominous figures standing behind me glaring at me. | 
decided not to let it bother me and | just continued playing ignoring them. 
This seemed to aggravate them and one of them spoke to me and said that 
he wanted to talk to me. The tone of his voice was very unfriendly so | told 
him to wait until | finish the hand. The other fellow with him became 
extremely upset and demanded that we talk immediately. He then averred 
that he was from the provincial police and they wanted to question me. 
Everything got very quiet and they ushered me into an empty room and 
told me that one of them was Art's father and the other man was a 
provincial cop. They wanted to know where Art was. | of course said | didn't 
know, that | hadn't seen Art for a while but if | did hear from them, | would 


certainly let them know immediately. This statement went over like an iron 
cloud! They kept asking questions for over an hour. | waltzed them around 
the room as best | could and they finally gave up and left. They told me 
they didn't believe me and they made all sorts of threats. | was a bit scared 
but the truth was, | didn't know where they were and | hadn't heard from 
either one of them. | later found out that they had made it to Ontario to 
some gas station after they had picked up a hitchhiker. They both got out 
of the car, leaving the hitchhiker in the car whereupon the hitchhiker drove 
off with the car. Recall that this was a scar that they stole and now they 
were stranded at this gas station in the middle of winter with very little 
money and no means of transportation. Moe had the brilliant idea of 
phoning the cops, which they did and guess what? The cops caught the 
hitchhiker and were about to return the stolen vehicle back to my friends 
when at the last minute, one of the cops decided to check and verify that 
the car really belong to Moe's father. Unfortunately, the jig was up and they 
were arrested forth with. They were put in jail in Bordeaux but since both of 
them were underage they were on the emir for a few days and of course, 
both parents were notified. Art told his father the whole story and needless 
to say, his father and indeed, all of his relatives blamed me for the whole 
incident. Art's father was particularly miffed because he could not believe 
me into breaking my word to his son. He forbade his son to have anything 
to do with me and so are boogie-woogie sessions became history. Later | 
did hear from Art but we had to meet one another surreptitiously. We still 
would both try to seek out panels on which to practice at whatever store for 
establishment might tolerate us. | managed to find another job which took 
me away from my newfound freedom and as it turned out, it was the best 
job | have ever had. Unfortunately, due to circumstances beyond my 
control, | ended up in the Eastern townships working on a farm. It was now 
the summer of 1948. | managed to acquire a new circle of friends and | 
determined to go back to school and finish my education. | was lucky and 
ultimately ended up in Granby high school and managed to acquire a 
senior high school leaving certificate. Alas, at the end of the school year 
my grandmother still cajoled me into seeking employment elsewhere and 
so | ended up in Asbestos Québec. It seems that my grandfather was again 
off the wagon and giving everybody grief with his alcoholic tirades. 
Meanwhile, Art had quit school and | decided to become a full-time 
musician. His piano technique has improved somewhat and he was 
spending all day long copying out records and studying music. He then 
managed to get a steady job with a Latin band and this caused him to 
spend every afternoon listening and transcribing less than tunes from 
recordings. He also tried to improve his reading of music but he never 
mastered that facility. He was living by himself as | recall and | would go up 
to see him from time to time. Just before | left for university | visited him 
and found that he had acquired two new habits. The first one was that he 
had found marijuana and he had taken to it very seriously. He wanted me to 
indulge but | politely refused since | had quit smoking and | did not want to 


take up the habit again in any way shape or form. The second thing he 
acquired was a steady girlfriend and he was alleged that he might be 
getting married! | asked him point blank why he would think about doing 
such a thing 


And he simply answered that he loved her. | had a hard time stifling my 
laughter since Art was still a teenager and | could not fathom how he could 
possibly be in love. | especially wanted to see his new Paramore to see 
what all the fuss was about. | did meet her and | was appalled to say the 
least. She looked like a trollop and one could see that she had come from 
the lower classes. | don't want to sound like a snob but | figured somehow 
that Art could Do better for himself. There is also something else about the 
girl that bothered me and that was that one of her eyes had a pupil of which 
one part extended into the iris. This gave one the disconcerting feeling 
when talking to this individual and all of this put together sort of 
overwhelmed me and took me aback. Although | was visibly shaken | tried 
to put on a good face and certainly | determined not to let these new 
discoveries dampen my friendship with Art. Indeed, we kept in touch all 
through my university years and for a while he had abandoned this girl and 
decided to experiment with hookers and other girlfriends. When | would go 
to the club to hear him with a Latin band he would regale me with some of 
his sexual exploits and other stories. Then he decided to settle down and 
you guessed it he ended up marrying the girl that | had first met. 

Although | was attending Clarkston College taking a_ full-time 
syllabus in chemistry | did find time to practice some piano and | was 
desperately trying to learn how to play bebop. | made trips sporadically to 
Montréal and Art was a great help teaching me the basics of bebop. He was 
taking lessons from Steep Wade, who was the local guru in the new style of 
music. Art was also in touch with Oscar Peterson, who also was gleaming 
information from Wade’s piano prowess. He had been a mainstay in the 
Louis Metcalf band and was now freelancing dueling club gigs.Art spent 
most of his day practicing trying to master the new music. At night he 
worked in one band or another and | was very impressed with his 
improvement. Another thing that helped me in my musical quest was a 
State teachers College directly across the street from Clarkson. Their 
music school was first rate and they were all into the new music so | 
learned quite a bit from them as well and started taking gigs myself. | 
became somewhat proficient in bebop but also | had a chance to study the 
Tristano school. So in 1951 when | transferred to Sir George Williams 
College in Montréal | had knowledge that | could show Art and we 
exchanged a lot of ideas. 

At first | lived in a series of rooms, some having kitchen privileges, 
some not, but none having a piano. | was not able to practice but ultimately 
| moved in with my future wife into a furnished apartment that had a piano. 
Since we had sublet we had to move after three months and we settled into 
another place without a piano. All the while | was in constant touch with Art 


and at that point | was sexually immature and sought advice from Art 
regarding different positions and techniques that | could employ with my 
new found friend. When | look back on it, | find that these conversations 
were hilarious although my wife didn't think so at the time but | did learn 
quite a lot and even adopted a particular position which | dubbed Art’s 
method. 

Then one day out of the blue I received a call from Art who informed 
me that his mother-in-law had told him about an available piano. She 
worked in some home where they were trying to get rid of the piano. It was 
an upright and she offered it to Art and told him that all he needed to do 
was to pay for the moving. Art already had a piano and he thought of me 
and asked me if | wanted it. | jumped at the chance and in a few days the 
piano was delivered to my new abode. The landlady was very upset with 
my practicing and we decided to leave those premises. As | recall | put the 
piano and storage with the fellow that had repaired it and we moved in with 
my wife's parents staying there until such time as we got married. As soon 
as we were married my new father-in-law ensconced us in one of his 
apartments-a small, cold water flat on a third-floor and as soon as | was 
able | moved the piano into the new place. Now all of this time | was still 
attending university and in 1953 | obtained my BSC in math and physics. | 
stayed for another year and obtained a BA in psychology due to the fact 
that | had a lot of surplus credits from night school and the like. | was also 
active in the Montréal jazz scene and had collaborated with Paul Bley in 
founding the Jazz workshop. Art, of course, was an active member, playing 
some of the concerts and assisting us in cajoling musicians to play some 
of the concerts without pay. 

Art and his wife had moved in with another jazz musician, Bob 
Langlois. Bob was an experienced musician and although being somewhat 
older than we were, was very interested in learning the new music. The 
striking thing that | noticed about him was that even though he was our 
senior, he never treated us as inferiors like the majority of other people his 
age. That quality alone endeared me to him. His wife was also beautiful and 
we hit it off right away. | would spend every moment that | could going over 
to Bob's Place and the three of us would exchange ideas and show each 
other cored changes, play records, exchange musical ideas and so forth. It 
was a great learning. For me and the other two were actual working 
musicians and of course that gave me insight into jobs that | would 
sometimes obtain to supplement my income. However, | was never very 
good at playing commercial music so | usually ended up playing jazz gigs 
with little or no money. But my one highlight was a job at the Chez Paree 
obtained from a bass playing friend. The job paid well, | did play jazz and | 
actually lasted there for a number of weeks. Thanks to Art and his musician 
friends | managed to supplement my income, which was very meager at 
this point. My wife worked a bit, but she didn't like it and eventually quit 
working and decided to stay home and do the household chores, which | 
had been doing previously. | have written elsewhere about the Jazz 


workshop and some of my experiences in the music business so | won't 
belabor the point here. 

| received my BA in 1954 and having the two diplomas, | was already 
for the world to hire me and use my great talents. Unfortunately, it seemed 
that | was the only one that appreciated my great talents! | couldn't get a 
job, | couldn't get arrested! The only offer that | had was from some 
insurance companies and after going for the interviews and observing the 
environments | decided that | wanted nothing to do with it. | appealed to an 
old friend of my grandfather’s, who is now working in the insurance game. 
He made a few phone calls to his wartime buddies and the next thing | 
knew | had a job with the Bell telephone company. At this time the Bell 
telephone engineers were working six days a week! It was a horrible job. | 
finally left after six months and obtained a job at Canadian Marconi. | liked 
it there but | had the opportunity of going to an interview for a job in 
Baltimore. | got the offer and soul we packed up and left town. Of course 
this put me out of touch with Art, Mervin and the rest of the Montréal 
musicians. | would see some of them during the holidays when we would 
return 


For vacations. We finally returned to Montréal in the fall of 1960. My wife 
was disillusioned with the United States and begged us to come back to 
Montreal. | acquiesced to this wish and we ended up again renting one of 
her father's apartments. My wife and her sister went house hunting and 
they finally settled on a house in Roxboro, a suburb of Montréal. | would 
see Art from time to time but there'd been some major changes in his life. 
He had found out that his wife had been picking up men on the street while 
he was playing jobs. This had been going on for some time and a lot of the 
musicians were aware of this but none of them saw fit to advise him until 
one friend decided to inform him of the activity. Needless to say there was 
instant separation and divorce. Another change was his fervent devotion to 
smoking pot. | was really appalled to find out how much pot he was 
smoking and he seemed to care about nothing else except that and playing 
music. This habit does not deter him however from practicing, listening to 
records and socializing with other musicians. He had a coterie of 
acquaintances-most of them working musicians. | must relate one amusing 
incident. While | was living in my father-in-law's apartment, Art asked me to 
copy off of Bud Powell solo for him. | was in the process in those days of 
amassing as many jazz solos and transcribing them. | told Art that | would 
be glad to to do this but he insisted on paying me. He told me that he would 
give me $10 for the solo. | did not refuse because as usual, | was short of 
funds. | copied off the solo and gave it to Art. But instead of giving me the 
$10, he gave me a little envelope of pot! | phoned him and tells him that | 
appreciated this but that | would rather have the $10 cash whereupon he 
informed me that he didn't have $10 at that juncture. This was followed by 
his unmistakable snicker which he employed when he thought something 


was droll. | laughed but | was now beginning to think that the pot was 
beginning to take over his life. 

Subsequently, he met a female singer and they became a couple, 
soon married and they had a son. His second wife was a lot prettier than 
his first and she seemed to to have better morals although she did indulge 
in his smoking habit. At first we seem to get along but | detected a mean 
streak in her major and | opted to stay away from Art when she was around. 
| was not the only one that observed this quality and it was tricky to 
interact with Art as she always seemed to be in the background. Also, Art 
has adopted a very moral tone and frowned upon some of the other friends 
and musicians behavior when | could think back and remember that he 
used to indulge in some of that behavior himself. All of this however did 
not deter us from swapping musical information. | also made a joke to my 
wife that Art has also followed my example having one son. In 1963 | 
returned to teaching full-time and more or less abandoned my musical 
work except for playing piano. | might mention that | had finally sold the 
piano that Art had given to me to a fellow musician in Florida since | could 
not afford to move it back to Montréal. | managed to purchase an old 
upright for $30 to use as a temporary instrument until | could find 
something that | really wanted to buy. Again. Art assisted me in my quest. 
He put me on to a piano tuner that had access to pianos for sale. | told the 
piano tuner that | was looking for a Heinsohn and upright and he managed 
to procure a very good piano for me. Sometimes Art, Bob and | would get 
together for old times sake. 

Another incident happened after Art had moved with his first wife to 
another apartment in downtown Montreal. He asked me to land him my 
Charlie Parker 78s which | did. He put the whole pile on top of his piano 
and then one day he fell asleep while smoking. The ensuing conflagration 
melted my 78s into one huge lump and in those days these sides were very 
hard to replace. There is nothing | could do about it and Art promised to 
replace them but he never did. 

Art was now heavily involved in the drug scene. He dabbled with 
LSD, heroin and other chemicals but they scared them off and he was wise 
enough to stick with his pot. The RCMP was very active on the jazz scene 
and were forever trying to bust just musicians. They busted the whole 
Louis Metcalf organization and arrested some of the musicians that | had 
played with. They even came to visit me one time. Art and Steep Wade 
hung out together but I did not trust Wade. | have observed that most of his 
associates ended up getting busted but he never seemed to do any jail 
time. | think | wore and Art but whether it has any effect on them | don't 
know. I do know that one time he has left Wade in his room after the latter 
had sold him some pot. As Art descended the stairs he thought that he saw 
or heard something just outside of the apartment door. He cautiously 
looked but saw nothing. But something told him to get rid of the pot so 
before he rounded the corner he'd put it in the mailbox. Then he turned the 
corner and 2 seconds later he felt a hand grabbing his throat and he was 


thrown against the wall. He was then searched thoroughly but of course 
they found nothing. They were very disappointed and had to let him go. 

In the fall of 1963 | dabbled with pot to see what all the fuss was 
about. | decided to buy some from somebody | trusted so | asked Art if he 
would procure some for me. He was very happy to do this but he said that 
he and his friend could buy an ounce for $30 and we could split the ounce 
three ways and it would be a lot cheaper than buying separate joints. | went 
along with this, gave him the $10 and after a few days Art phoned and told 
me to come down to his place and pick up my share. | went down and he 
ushered me in to his living room where on the table sat three piles of 
marijuana. His friend was there and 


When | took a closer look at the piles | saw that my share has an enormous 
amount of seeds and stems whereas the other two piles had practically no 
stamps were seeds. When I remarked about this fact Art told me that he 
and his friend had removed the seeds and stems. However, one could 
quickly see that the two other piles were equivalent in size and obviously 
they had removed the seeds and stems and put them on my pile. | said 
nothing that | realized that Art had reached that stage of addiction where 
his need for pot and finally overtaken his personality. How many times 
have | seen this? The persons whole reason for living is to get that 
chemical that makes them feel good and their whole reason for existence is 
to somehow acquire a particular chemical that they think they need. | 
noticed that his friends now were mostly potheads and | was quite 
dismayed at Art's behavior. But after this incident my attitude towards Art 
changed and although | maintain my friendship | did so at a distance. 

We kept in touch and as usual Art followed my example and got 
himself a job as a teacher in one of the CEGEPs. Actually, this worked out 
very well since Art was an excellent teacher and | often send him musicians 
and wanted to take lessons from me. | tried my hand at teaching music but 
| quickly abandoned the idea since it was too frustrating and | did not have 
the patience. Most of the time the students that | had were lazy louts that 
never wanted to practice anything that | showed them and they would show 
up time after time not having done any of the homework that | have 
assigned. So, | threw them out and determined that | would do no more 
music tutoring. On the other hand, Art has a lot more patience and even 
developed a method for beginning jazz piano player and enthusiasts. He 
subsequently wound up with a permanent position in the school and 
produced a lot of successful students. He also, like me, has a lot of trouble 
with rhythm sections and refused to take any jobs unless they involved 
solo piano only. Now that he was teaching he could afford to be choosy. He 
continued to play with rhythm sections but only with the people that he can 
tolerate. By the mid-70s Art has developed into a very proficient piano 
player and musician and | accompanied him one night on a jazz job and 
was amazed how he had progressed. He even had made a record. 
Unfortunately, he never was able to master reading music and he relied on 


his second wife to read the music and then he would incorporate it into his 
playing. | think he told me once that except for this lack of music reading 
he would have had a very good job at the CBC. But | believe that there was 
another reason as well and it was his well known propensity for marijuana. 


Be that as it may, as far as I'm concerned, it was the CBC and was 
the loser. Art had become a well schooled musician who had a tremendous 
knowledge of harmony, a mastery of different schools of music, a 
prodigious repertoire of songs and lots of experience on the bandstand. In 
his later years Art could play almost any style of music with the passable 
degree of efficiency and knowledge. He was the paragon of the individual 
who through dogged persistence and hard work changed himself from a 
pubert with terrible piano technique into a first-class musician that could 
play almost any style of music. His only weakness as | have heretofore 
stated, was his inability to read music fast enough to play shows or a 
company singers that had special sheet music which required a 
sophisticated capacity for reading scores. 

| recall an incident involving myself when I was_ playing 
professionally. | was not too adapt at playing commercial jobs and this one 
job that | had required a working knowledge of some Latin music. | 
frantically called Art, told him of my dilemma and he was kind enough to 
come over and record the basic lesson rhythms for me. He played these 
rhythms on my electronic piano and | taped these. | was somewhat taken 
aback at his prowess at categorizing the different Latin styles and then 
illustrating them with cogent piano examples. This helped me immensely 
and carried me through that job. Not only has Art developed his musical 
prowess but he also followed my example when | became interested in 
chess. Art studied books on the subject and soon became very skilled at 
the game and joined a club and | believe participated in some tournaments. 
But his chief interest was always music so he sort of got off the chess train 
but soon developed another interest. He got the ping-pong bug and the 
next thing | knew he was playing ping-pong endlessly. | think he also 
participated in some tournaments but gradually his interest waned and he 
went back to music. 

As | recall all of the above interests preceded his teaching 
experience. Again, he superseded me and also | might have given him the 
idea for teaching. In any case, Art became a music teacher and was very 
successful at this. He was a natural since he had a great ability of 
organizing and categorizing his musical knowledge. And more importantly, 
he could demonstrate any of this knowledge by actually playing on the 
piano whatever he was talking about. He churned out many a young jazz 
musician and of course, he didn't have to put up with any more bad rhythm 
sections. 

Art has also developed a keen interest in comedy and every time 
there was a comedian at one of the jazz clubs he was there to listen. His 
particular delight in comedy was ethnic humor. Every now and again he 


was telephone me and regale me with some newfound ethnic jokes. These 
jokes of course are mostly frowned upon by ordinary people and anybody 
that listens to these jokes and find some funny is automatically considered 
to be racially prejudice. | don't think that Art has a prejudiced bone in his 
body. When I| would tease him and chastise them about some joke he was 
just say that he found the jokes interesting because they would illustrate 
differences in different cultures and his wife told me once that Art upon 
meeting a musician from some other culture, which start telling these jokes 
to assess individual. His wife was appalled at this but none of the 
musicians that he told these jokes to ever took umbrage and indeed 
laughed heartily at the humor. Art actually started a sort of scrapbook of 
jokes and humorous expressions that he would hear on TV or pick up from 
some other person. Now and again he would read some of this stuff to me. 
Needless to say, | found all of this stuff quite droll. However, | think that 
musicians have a different way of looking at things and certainly have a 
different sense of humor then most people. Lenny Bruce used to say that 
when the musicians in the band laughed at his jokes, those were the ones 
that he kept in his act and the alleged that these jokes were the ones that 
seem to last the longest. 

Unfortunately for Art his son did not share his propensity for music, 
although his son did dabble for a while on drums, as did my son, but Art's 
son decided that music was not for him and turned his attention elsewhere. 
Art’s second wife was an erstwhile cabaret singer with a certain amount of 
talent who could play with brushes and who has a good basic training in 
music. She also was a pretty good reader of music but when she married 
Art she would carry on all the time about the fact that she had given up a 
promising career to devote her life to marriage. Well, although she was 
inadequate singer, none of the musicians that | talked to ever supported 
her image of herself as a successful career singer. Like most of these 
female singers, she had a mean streak in her and when she got mad at 
somebody, her fury was unbounded. Several musicians that | know was not 
go near Art's home fearing her disapproval or feeling uneasy when she was 
around-which was most of the time. Art dealt with her with his usual 
equanimity and they were together until Art died. I'm sure that his wife 
loved him dearly but | think that he might have been happier if she hadn't 
been so mean spirited. 

Most of my contact with Art in the later years was either by phone or 
meeting during concerts. Art and his wife had decided to switch to one of 
these health diets and they eat a lot of fruits. Art also would walk every day 
for exercise and when he visited me about a month before he died, he was 
looking quite well and most of his hair was still its original color. He had 
very few gray hairs. Then one day when he was leaning over his fish tank 
tending to his piscatorial chores, he suddenly experienced an excruciating 
pain in his back and had to be placed in a taxi by friends in order to get to 
the hospital. After diagnosing him the doctors found that he had bone 
cancer! When | heard about his sojourn to the hospital | immediately 


phoned him and the first thing that he did was to tell me some jokes! | 
considered him to be indestructible and | told him so. He answered by 
saying that he thought he was too. He seemed to be in good spirits and 
since | hadn't heard about the diagnosis | figured that he would be out of 
there in a few days. However that was not to be the case. He succumbed to 
the cancer and died. 

This state of affairs took me aback. | thought all those years that we 
have known one another and all the times that | had consulted him about 
musical matters. He was always helpful and eager to assist a fellow 
musician in any way that he could, 


Unlike some of the younger musicians now. Although | did grow away from 
him over the years, | have to say that he was a musician of considerable 
influence on the Montréal jazz scene. Had it not been for his love affair with 
pot | think that we would've kept up our very close relationship that we 
shared in their teens and early years. These chemicals have a way of 
altering one's personality and making that person solely dependent on 
whatever chemical happens to be their choice. Even so, his chemical 
dependency could not dampen his enthusiasm or quest for furthering his 
musical knowledge. At one point and Arts career he commuted monthly to 
New York City to take lessons from Al Haig. Like me he would approach 
any piano player that played anything that piqued his interest and try to 
elicit any information that he could about what he had heard. Back in the 
40s and 50s there were no books or courses and jazz to help you. You had 
to glean what you could from records, going to nightclubs or finding some 
kind soul that would show you something. Now of course, one has a 
plethora of ways to learn improvisational techniques. Whether this is good 
or bad only time will tell. 

Although Art's love affair with pot created a distance between us | 
feel that there was another factor in the equation. When | reflect back on 
our history | realized that Art’s generosity and good humor waned 
somewhat after his second marriage. This could be due to his aging but | 
think that his second wife had somewhat of a deleterious influence on him. 
When | first met her she seemed very pleasant on the surface but after 
scratching the surface a bit one found a very nasty disposition underneath. 
| recollected the times that Art had saved my bacon on musical jobs where 
| was forced to play Latin tunes, French-Canadian tunes or other songs 
with which | was unfamiliar. Art seemed to be always around and would sit 
in and play the requests. When | was working at Aldo’s my working hours 
started at 12 AM and finished at 5 AM. One of these nights preceded the 
day that | had a class of mathematics that commenced at 9 AM. Art would 
show up after his gig, tell me to get lost and finish the night for me. All in 
all | found that his first wife was much more tolerant of his behavior and 
never seemed to interfere in any of his musical endeavors. This radically 
changed with his second marriage. There is one incident that | must relate 
here illustrating his second wife's behavior. Just after Art's marriage he 


was Offered a job in the Laurentian's. At the time he was working at another 
job making more money so he asked me if | would do the gig. At the time | 
could use the money so | acquiesced and then he informed me that his new 
wife was going to be the singer. Also at the time, | was working with a New 
York musician, who will remain nameless, who was giving us a hard time 
and the end result was that we were all in a bitchy mood. | was on my break 
outside the club when Art's wife happened along. She stopped to say 
something which | don't recollect and | responded in a surly manner due to 
my mood. | thought nothing of this at the time and actually completely 
forgot about the incident. The next day my wife informed me that Art's wife 
had telephoned and said that the gig has been canceled. | was a bit 
disappointed but | didn't think too much about it at the time. It was years 
later when Art's wife, in one of her more expansive moments, confessed 
that she had hired another piano player because of my remark! | was 
appalled but then began to think back on all of the social interactions that | 
had with her and her effect on Art. Art always had to report in to her letting 
her know what he was doing, where he was, etc. | also realized that his 
early good nature and general behavior had gradually changed negatively 
subsequent to his second marriage. 

| cannot end this chapter without extolling the marvelous 
musicianship exemplified by Art’s prowess with his synthesizer. He was 
able somehow to translate a real feeling of jazz to this mechanical device 
and furthermore create compositions with various interpretations 
implementing trumpets sound, vibraphone, guitar, saxophone, bass and 
piano. A friend of his lent me some tapes to listen to and | was bowled over 
by what | heard. To me it sort of exemplified his life's work in music and | 
suggested to a record producer friend that this might make a good jazz 
listening album. The idea was dismissed out of hand and nothing further 
came of this. But I'm convinced that there is a place for this sort of music- 
even for posterity. The suggestion was also made to his second wife but 
nothing came of that either. 

So | guess the best memories of Art will be through his many 
students who were lucky enough to benefit from his vast knowledge and 
experience. They don't realize how lucky they were to be able to actually 
study courses in jazz music. The previous generations didn't have that 
option. We had to learn the hard way-namely, from listening to records, 
being lucky enough to find a musician that would help you along your way 
or latch on to some teacher that could impart his knowledge of jazz on the 
particular instrument that you were playing. 


Chapter 4-Mervin 


| first met Mervin when I was 16 years old. It was 1945 and | had just 
returned from running away from my Aunt and Uncle, whom | felt were 
maltreating me. At this time | was heavily into playing a style of piano 
called “Boogie Woogie” and had met a mutual friend, Art (about whom | 
shall write later). Art was another pianist who had an interest in Boogie 
and averred that | should meet this fellow, Mevrin, since he was also an 
excellent Boogie Woogie player. 

| must explain that the craft of boogie woogie piano was not an easy 
task. There were only a handful of boogie players in Montreal at this 
juncture. Even accomplished classically trained pianists had a difficult time 
mastering the independence of hands that was required to effectively play 
the style. The result was that most of the Boogie players were well aware of 
the other pianists who were adept in this style and were, of course, anxious 
to meet one another to exchange ideas and impress one another with their 
prowesses, such as they were. 

Mervin was then about 17 and had just received his Senior 
Matriculation. He was working as a stenographer at a large company and 
commanding a good salary. At this time most young men were seeking 
their futures in business and only about 2% of the population intended to 
get a college education. 

| was instantly impressed with Mervin. He wore a suit, walked with 
determination, seemed very mature compared to the rest of us at the time 
and played a mean boogie woogie piano. At first | found him somewhat 
aloof, but after a few piano sessions, | found him quite friendly. 

At this time a group of us would meet regularly-usually weekly, to 
exchange ideas, listen to records and so on. My Aunt Una had given me an 
old upright piano with hammers that had no straps so | could not practice 
at home. This was quite allright with my grandfather who hated boogie 
anyway so most of my practicing was done on other pianos such as the 
one in Tudor Hall at Ogilvy’s, the piano at the YMCA, or the pianos at the 
various stores, such as Willis and Co., Lindsays or other establishments 
where we would be regularly thrown out for disturbing the customers or 
whatever. 

Our weekly boogie woogie sessions would take place usually in Art’s 
house. | was then 16 and living with my grandparents. Mervin was still 
residing with his parents and a brother and a sister. Eventually the 
sessions petered out and although we went out separate ways, we did 
remain in contact with one another. 

Meanwhile, | got lucky. My Aunt Una gave me an old upright piano 
that she had in her Beaconsfild country house. It just managed to fit in my 
bedroom in my grandmother’s duplex apartment. This gave me a chance to 
repolish my piano skills but after the piano was firmly ensconced in my 
room, | was abashed to find that all of the straps were missing! Thus, | 
could not really practice anything until these were repaired. My 


grandparents did not want to know about laying out any money to have the 
piano repaired. | iterated my tale of woe to my friends, including Art and 
Mervin. Mervin immediately volunteered to not only fix the straps but also 
to tune my piano. | was ecstatic and eagerly awaited his presence. He 
finally showed up and managed to fix up the straps by using cotton string. 
He also had a special pair of pliers that he invoked for the tuning and | now 
had a real piano of my own to play on. 

While there, Mervin told me that he also repaired radios and that he 
had learned this from watching his father. His father worked at an 
electronics outfit as some sort of technician. | filed this information away in 
my brain for future reference and it turned out that later | bought an 
amplifier kit so that | could play records. Unfortunately, after | put all the 
parts together, there was no sound coming out of the contraption. | phoned 
Mervin and he again came to my rescue and repaired the player. | fond 
Mervin very knowledgable but somewhat aloof at that time. | lost track of 
him for awhile. Meanwhile, | had gone back to school, completed grade 12 
and managed to enter college. 

One day | received a phone call from Mervin. He was still livng at 
home but was not working as a secretary anymore. He had decided to work 
as a musician. When | used to hitchhike to Montreal from college, | would 
visit him, sometimes taking my fellow hitchhiker with me. Mervin always 
seemed to be at home and now had teamed up with a printer friend, who 
was an aspiring songwriter. The two of them were busily trying to write 
songs, hoping to get them published and/or attempting to get some well- 
known singer to include one of their efforts in his or her repetoire. When 
they were not working on songs, Mervin would travel through the eastern 
townships playing gigs. 

After two years of college in the USA, | transferred back to Montreal 
to finish out my degrees. | also got married and Mervin and | would contact 
one another almost daily. 

At this juncture | had decided to take some courses in electronics so 
| had enrolled in both McGill and Sir George Williams courses. Mervin was 
a great help to me since he assisted me with the basics of vacuum taub 
theory and radio and TV repair experience. We also played a lot of chess 
over the phone. 

My wife and | were now living in a small, cold water flat rented to us 
at a nominal fee of $40 per month by my wife’s father. Although we did not 
have much money we managed to have a full social life and had many 
friends over for dinner. We spent many evenings entertaining a host of 
friends and aquaitances. Mervin was a frequent visitor. 

One day while accessing some aspirin in our medicine cabinet, | 
noticed that my bottle of sodium amytal was completely empty. My 
grandmother had given me what was left of her stash when | had moved 
out and not being one to throw anything away that might be of use, | tucked 
it in my medicine cabinet. The bottle at the time was 2/3 full at least and | 
had only taken a few pills. | asked my wife about the missing pills and she 


swore she had not taken them but she had remembered that Mervin had 
used the bathroom a few times while visiting us. | phoned Mervin and he 
alleged that he had not taken the pills but when he tried to blame the 
absence on my wife, | became somewhat suspicious but dropped the 
matter as It was not important at the time. | mention this here because the 
incident was a harbinger of things to come. 

At this time | was 23 years old and had just gotten married. | was 
attending college day and night classes and Mervin was a great help in my 
education in electronics. Any spare time was taken up playing music gigs 
and being active in the jazz scene. 

On occasion | would sometimes visit a bas playing friend of mine 
that lived atop the Chez Paree night club in the afternoon after classes. 
This fellow was heavily into heroin and on a few visits | would find a bunch 
of fellow junkies shooting up. | would respectfully decline their invitation to 
pArtake in this endeavor and would leave. One day when | knocked on the 
bassist’s door, two large men opened and asked me, “Who are you?” 
| told them my name and then countered, “And who might you be?” 

This sort of took them aback and one of them glanced at the books 
that | was carrying and then replied, “We are the RCMP.” 

“And you are doing what here?” | asked. 

The larger fellow answered, “We have arrested your friend for 
burglary and heroin possession.” 

| inquired about my friend’s whereabouts and was told to contact a 
police inspector, which | subsequently did. 

Just prior to this time, | had visited my bassist friend at the Allan 
Memorial since he had decided to try to kick his habit. | went to see him 
and to my utter amazement, my bassist friend was playing checkers with 
Mervin! There was the usual man in the white coat sitting nearby. It was 
then that | learned that Mervin had also voluntarily checked himself into the 
Allan to also kick his habit of barbiturates. | was a bit shocked but now | 
stArted to put together all the little things | had noticed about his 
sometime bizzar behavior. 

It seems that he had gotten hooked while working in the Eastern 
Townships some years before (working anywhere in the Eastern 
Townships an was enough to cause anyone to take chemical!). We all had a 
good laugh and my bassist friend left but Mervin stayed for furter 
treatment. 

Being curious | contacted an old friend of mine who was taking 
medicine at McGill and had access to Mervin’s file. He told me that Mervin 
had been abused (not sexually) by his father and developed a bad case of 
insomnia-thus the initiation into barbiturates. 

In 1955 | moved to the USA and worked there until 1957 when | 
received some money from my Great Aunt’s estate. | decided to go for a 
master’s degree and moved to Miami. My wife and | decided to spend the 
summer in Florida beachcoming. Then we moved to Coral Gables where | 
started on my master’s degree. In the summer of 1958 we rented an 


apartment in Montreal and spent the summer there. Of course, | contacted 
Mervin and as usual, he was unemployed so we saw one another two or 
three times a week and played a lot of two-handed bridge. We also held 
numerous jam sessions at his apartment since his brother and sister had 
moved out and he was now living with his mother and a new wife. 

Mervin told me that his last stay in the hospital was very traumatic. 
His new German wife had taken assigned to him and unfortunately for 
Mervin, his psychiatrist had taken a shine to his new wife. So, Mervin found 
himself on the receiving end of more electric shock treatments that were 
perhaps not warranted. He checked himself out and shacked up with this 
nurse and they eventually married. 

Mervin seemed to be very happy. He looked fit, was his old comic 
self and seemed to be quite content. | met his wife and found her very 
pleasant, nice looking but a bit bossy. She was not unpleasantly so, but 
you got the impression that most of the decisions were made by her. 
Mervin did not seem to mind. Indeed, she was supporting him until he 
could find a new job. 

Mervin and | decided to give up on an electronics project that we 
were experimenting with. We had commandeered a spare room in his 
apartment (with his wife’s permission, of course) and cnverted an old door 
into a work bench table. My wife had great fun driving us about in our new 
Ford station wagon with Mervin in the back desperately clinging onto wood 
and other purchases, trying not to lose his balance as she whipped around 
corners with untold speed. 

We put together a nice workshop and decided to try going into the 
TV and audio repair business after | returned from college. | had done some 
repair in Miami and had made some money from the effort. 

However, as the summer progressed, there was a fly in the ointment. 
Mervin’s wife had somehow managed to extricate Mervin’s mother. This 
was a formidable feat since his mother had been with him for all these 
years. Not only that, but his wife wanted to bring over her sister to occupy 
pArt of what was to be the rest of our workshop! 

Also, there was pressure put on Mervin to find a job. After 
considerable discussion, Mervin and | decided to throw in the towel 
temporarily and we both would concentrate on finding Mervin a job. 

It took a couple of weeks but there was a job available on an 
assembly line tuning IFs in small AM radios. This was right up Mervin’s 
alley and he got the job. Meanwhile, Mervin’s sister-in-law emigrated from 
Germany and took up residence in the apartment. At first she was 
unobtrusive, but eventually she had to have her own phone, her own space 
which usurped the room we had created for our workshop. | warned Mervin 
that the infusion of the sister-in-law would have deleterious consequences 
on his marriage, but he dismissied the idea. 

In due course, it became quickly apparent that our TV and radio 
repair workshop was doomed. Also, | was slated to finish my Master’s 
degree by the end of 1959. My wife and I| were to travel back to Florida, rent 


an apartment and start classes in late September. Mervin and | discussed 
this and we decided that Mervin should continue employment until | 
returned whereupon we could then carry on with our plan to sell and repair 
electronic pararphenalia. 

Mevin was not only very smart, but he was also quite ambitious and 
it did not take him long to promote himself to a higher position than tuning 
IFs on an assembly line. He also attracted women and one of his newly 
found company secretaries had given him the eye. He responded in kind 
and he began talking about this girl. His wife was treating him more or less 
like a second class citizen whereas the secretary admired him and stroked 
his bruised ego. 

My wife and | decided to have a parting supper with Mervin and his 
new squeeze. We all met at the Elmwood Steak House after some matinis at 
home. Mervin got quite drunk but we all had a wonderful supper and a 
grand time the eve of our departure to Florida. 

We returned to Montreal in the summer of 1959. | brought along a lot 
of electronic test equipment, printed up some business cards, which 
Mervin helped me design. My wife and! rented another apartment close to 
my wife’s parents. Mervin was still employed with the same firm but he was 
now the production manager for the company and had even designed a 
small AC-DC radio which they were selling. He had bought a spiffy new suit 
and also had acquired an automobile. He assisted me in repair when he 
could, but he was not interested in quitting his job as he was being paid a 
salary that neither of us could hope to attain in the near future. Mervin was 
also thoroughly involved with the secretary and his wife was becoming 
suspicious. She would phone me at times when Mervin’ was 
communicating with the secretary and | would usually tell his wife that he 
was out on a job and | would have him phone back. | then would phone his 
girl friend’s place and he would then phone his wife. 

These incidents were sometimes amusing. | recollect one occasion 
when we had told his wife that we were going to a club to listen to my 
friend, Rene Thomas, play guitar. His wife seemed to be placated but 
imagine my chagrin when she actually showed up at the club and found no 
Mervin. | immediately told her that she had just missed Mervin and he was 
on his way home. | don’t think she believed me but | made certain that | 
contacted Mervin and told him to immediately go home, which he did. 
Ahother time his wife phoned and | told her the usual bullshit about him 
being on a job and that he would appear momentarily. | hung up the phone 
and was about to call Mervin when the doorbell rang. It was Mervin’s wife! 
She came bounding up the stairs and insisted on remaining until Mervin’s 
alleged return. | was dumbfounded and hamstrung since | could not 
telephone. His wife stayed for a couple of hours and | made excuses saying 
that | had probably misunderstood Mervin when he left etc. but | could see 
by her wry smile that she didn/t swallow it. 

Now the cat was more or less out of the bag. His wife started to put 
pressure on poor Mervin and of course, his girl friend gave it to him as 


well. Mervin was between a rock and a hard place. He started fucking up at 
the job. Eventually he lost the job and of course, the girl friend, who had a 
little daughter and ex-hubby hovering around. She started to panic. She did 
not wish to marry Mervin now that he was not solvent. She also made him 
feel quite uncomfortable when he would seek solace by staying overnight 
sometimes at her place. It seems that this was allright as long as Mervin 
was working and giving her some financial support. 

Meanwhile, we did manage to drum up some business by repairing 
equipment but it was not too lucrative. Mervin’s wife decided to leave him 
and she and her sister rented an apartment elsewhere and sought a 
divorce. Mervin now had lost both women, but not his apartment. In order 
to make ends meet, he decided to rent part of it. | felt sorry for Mervin. He 
lost his wife, his mistress, his car and his job in the space of a month. 
Fortunately, | had run into a drummer friend who was looking for a room ro 
rent. | sent him to Mervin and they set up an agreement. Now, at least. 
Mervin had some bread coming in. Unfortunately, my drummer friend did 
not exactly pay on time and he had a voracious appetite and before Mervin 
knew what was happening, every scrap and ort in his apArtment had been 
gobbled up! Of course Mervin and | found this extremely amusing but 
Mervin was running behind in his finances and the landlord was dunning 
him for back rent. 

Finally, one day my musican friend moved out of Mervin’s apartment 
and not having any money, the landlord tossed Mervin out. | helped Mervin 
move his chattels via another friend, who had helped me move when | 
settled in Roxboro. He had this old truck which attained a maximum speed 
of about 40 mph if the wind was blowing in the right direction. We managed 
to cajole the landlord and a neighbor to move Mervin’s piano onto the 
truck. Later, my friend delivered the stuff to Mervin’s new digs and Mervin 
was quite appreciative but kept asking about some voltmeter that got lost 
along the way. | finally got tired of his whining and offered to pay for the 
meter and that put an end to his discomfitue. 

| was also running low on cash and decided that it was time to go job 
hunting once more. So, the two of us hitchhiked or bussed around trying 
to find employment. We managed to get interviews but poor Mervin always 
ended up taking tests while | breezed through the interviews with little 
sweat because of the Master’s courses. We would meet after our interviews 
and compare notes. Mervin always had a wonderful sense of humor so he 
would regale me with his experienced woes during our time at the various 
companies. | fnally managed to get a job at CAE as an engineer doing the 
usual bullshit development electronic work. | have written elsewhere about 
these horrendous experiences. Mervin managed to get a job with his 
brother-in-law as well as a little place to stay. Later, | obtaind a somewhat 
better job in New Jersey using my knowledge of Boolean algebra. It paid 
well but was quite tedious on top of which, I had a noisome boss. | stayed 
just long enough to hear a lot of the jazz greats and then | moved back to 
Monreal. My father-in-law rented us an apartment. 


While taking graduate courses in Miami, my wife gave birth to a son 
so my galavanting about was soon to come to an end. Ergo, while residing 
in the new apartment we decided to buy a house. My wife searched for 
quite a while before she settled in a house in Roxbore, a suburb of Monreal. 
This coincided with the hard times that Mervin was having and | remember 
his visiting us during this period, constantly on the phone trying to patch 
things up with his late girlfriend. | also managed to acquire a job teaching 
at SGWU. 

It was now January, 1961 and we just moved into our new abode. 
Although, | had a job at SGWU, it was pArt-time and | needed something 
more substantial as my debts were piling up. After shopping around, | 
landed a job at a Jewish high school teaching chemistry and mathematics. 
| enjoyed teaching, but the pay was low. | decided to go back into 
engineering for | needed money badly. Meanwhile, Mervin was still at his 
brother-in-law’s but was making noises about getting chucked out unless 
he found immediate employment. Finally, in exaspiration, Mervin’s brother- 
in-law got him a job with a trucking outfit. This entailed hard labor-lifting, 
moving and packing huge bundles of various materials. Mervin phoned a 
lot and regaled me with stories of his job woes. However, the up side of 
this experience enabled Mervin to improve physically and when he would 
pay us a visit, he would proudly display the new muscles he had acquired 
and show us how neat and trim his body had become. He was fairly well 
paid for this work but after the Cuban missle crisis, a lot of the men were 
let go and poor Mervin was again unemployed. | recall his phoning me and 
telling me about all of the military equipment that his firm and other firms 
were lining up at the Montreal docks, preparing for war. It was quite scary. 

The summer of 1962 rolled by and although | liked teaching, | needed 
to find employment that would yield more revenue. Again, | canvassed the 
various engineering institutions. Mervin found another job at a German 
dyestuff company. He was hired to work in the shipping depatment. | 
should point ot that Mervin was trilingual. He was fluent in French, German 
and English and I‘m certain that his ability with the Greman language was 
very useful in his newest position. 

One day | received a phone call from Mervin. It seemed that there 
was some misunderstanding and the Germans decided to cashier Mervin 
forthwith and without pay. However, as soon as they heard our telephone 
conversation about legal consequences, the Germans coughed up two 
weeks salary as was then required by law. 

Meanwhile as luck would have it, | managed to obtain a position in 
Canadair doing operations research. One of my students was a minor 
wheel there. Mervin finally got the axe and was now living on the street 
sleeping in parked cars or in apartment hallways. | leaned this after being 
employed for a few weeks. | could not allow this so | checked with my wife 
and she agreed that Mervin could stay with us until he found a job. Mervin 
gathered a few items from his brother-in-law and eagerly joined us. 


| was appalled to see how skinny he was and how badly he looked, 
but this was understandable after hearing him relate his experiences as a 
homeless chaacter in the Montreal winter. 

My son was not too thrilled with Mervin’s presence since he had 
been baby sat by Mervin several times. Mervin was kind and good with 
children but he brooked no nonsense. My wife one day after we had settled 
into our new house decided that she required a garden in which to putter 
so | stated to oblige her wishes with a pick, shovel and wheelbarrow. 
However, the Quebec ground proved to be quite formidable and unwilling 
to yield to thoughts of a garden. | called upon Mervin to assist me and he 
obliged. We ended up planting a ring of Chinese Elm trees around the 
property and eventually managed to carve out a spot in the back yard for 
my wife’s garden. 

At first it was fun having Mervin about, but after | started my 
employment at Canadair, | was quite effete upon returning home from work. 
Mervin was not tired so he would hover about chattering away when | was 
trying to relax. | also noticed that Mervin was putting on a few pounds. He 
was beginning to sport a spare tire and | realized that he was really 
enjoying my wife’s cooking. My wife did not mind this since she was 
always overjoyed when we or any guests would voraciously gobble up any 
of her culinary delights. 

When | inquired about Mervin’s job hunting or propects, he would 
always come up with some story. | decided that | would put him to work on 
some project to occupy his time. He did assist my wife from time to time 
with household chores but this assistance got more tenuous and sporadic 
as time elapsed. 

Mervin had previously given me a lot of lenses that he had picked up 
somewhere. | suggested to him that he try to make a spectroscope with 
them, not thinking for one moment that he would ever accomplish this. 
Well, to my utter consternation when | arrived home one day, Mervin 
proudly displayed this home-made spectrascope, replete with wooden 
table and swivel. | was flabbergasted to say the least. And, it actually 
worked! 

My wife meanwhile was starting to grumble, alleging that she had 
several times asked Mervin to do some of the heavier chores. He would 
always promise to comply, but somehow managed never to do them. My 
wife was getting fed up. | asked her if keeping Mervin was too much for her 
and she said that it was and we had to 86 him forthwith. 

How was | to accomplish this? | finally decided to phone his brother 
for advice. When his brother heard what was happening, he flipped and 
told me to pack up Mervin’s chattels and drive him over to his apartment 
ASAP! | thought Mervin would take this in stride and comment on the 
situation with his usual comical quips, but | was sadly mistaken. He reacted 
extremely irately, stomped off to the tavern as soon as we drove him to his 
brother’s abode and never even thanked my wife for all of her generosity. | 


was quite miffed about this and decided not to speak with him for some 
time. 

It was now the fall of 1963 and my position at Canadair was 
terminated due to a security hassle. When | started in O-R, there were 12 of 
us. When | left, there were only three. 

Another friend of mine, George, whom | will also write about 
subsequently, was building a hi-fi section in my finished basement and 
because of my present predicament of lacking adequate funds, he opted to 
pay for all the material himself until | was again solvent. 

It was time again to find another job. | finally managed to land one in 
Ottawa, of all places. | had to commute weekly by train or bus, but it paid 
fairly well and | could see my way of getting out of debt. | also was suing 
Canadair for back pay that they owed me. | was again hired for O-R work 
and was hired on a 3 month trial basis. | loathed the job but was doing 
reasonably well and was told by their people that my work was satisfactory 
and | would continue to work there. So | rented another flat nearer the train 
station, paid two month’s rent in advance and after two days, | was again 
summoned by the suits and informed that they had changed their minds! 
Fortunately for me, the landlady was soft-heArted and only kept one 
month’s rent when | related my tale of woe to her. Needless to say, | was 
pissed and not only that but | still was in some debt. 

| must divert here and relate an amusing incident that occurred 
whilst employed in Ottawa. My wife was somewhat forgetful at times. When 
| took the train or bus, | would disembark at a small stop on the 2 and 20 
highway. My wife would then drive over with my son to fetch me and whisk 
me back to Roxboro. 

One Friday night | missed the train so | took the bus and phoned my 
wife to pick me up at the highway stop at 10:15 p.m. 

It happened to be extremely chilly that night-about 10 below zero so 
when | got off the bus | was eagerly awaiting my wife’s arrival to get into a 
nice, warm Car. 

| waited 15 minutes-no wife. | waited another 10 minutes-still no wife. 
| was freezing. | looked up and down the highway and managed to peruse a 
distant light emanating from some establishment. It was quite far but | had 
no choice so | began to traipse over to it. | finally reached the place and 
used the public phone to call my wife. She was home and had completely 
forgotten about my coming! | won’t comment here any further. 

Again | was home, jobless and in debt. | frantically searched for 
employment. My wife suggested teaching but | could not afford it. One day 
while perusing the want-ads my wife spotted this ad for a teacher at a girl’s 
school. She averred that this was the perfect job for me. | laughed heArtily 
and dismissed the idea as crazy. My wife asked me if she could send my 
resume and | told her to go ahead. She did and to my utter amazement, the 
people wanted to inteview me. Even more amazing was their hiring me. | 
was in the unique position of being the only male teacher in a snooty girl’s 
school. Of course this provided no end of mirth for Mervin and my 


musician friends. Indeed, Mervin would take great delight in phoning me in 
the staff room and aksing me how all the old biddies were doing. 

However, he did come to my rescue once again when we had to 
somehow adjust the meth marks to a reasonable range. It seemed like the 
girls did not take to the “new math” except for one or two classes. The 
principal was after me to cook the books so that the girl’s records would 
not reflect their true understanding or knowledge of the subject. Mervin 
and | spent a few Saturdays at the school to accomplish this feat. 

At this time Mervin was in a deep funk brought aout by his being 
eighty-sixed by both his wife (now his ex) and his girlfriend. He was 
nursing his wounds staying mostly incommunicado wth a janitor friend and 
sleeping on a couch in the hall of the apartment building where the janitor 
worked. 

Meanwhile, | was concomitantly in touch with my friend, Nancy, 
about whom the reader witll find in a subsequent chapter. Nancy was moe 
or less free and | thought that maybe Mervin would hit it off with Nancy so | 
introduced Mevin to Nancy and before | knew it, they were a couple. My 
wife found this highly amusing and laughed heartily along with me when 
Mervin would describe his sexual exploits when we were all together. 

The next thing | knew, Mervin had moved in with Nancy and had 
gotten a job with Baron Surplus. He was in charge of selling off the 2"4 
hand electrnic gear. He reverted to his old, ebullient self and both Nancy 
and Mervin seemd to be quite happy. 

Then one day while Nancy was strolling along the street, a huge 
truck turned a corner just as Nancy was about to cross the street. She was 
a bit tipsy so she misjudged the distance between her and the long 
carriage of the truck. She got caught up in the carriage somehow and was 
dragged about a block or so before the driver knew what was happening. 
One of her legs was mangled and she was whiskd away to the hospital. 
Mervin was alone in her apartment and he quit his job to tend to Nancy. 

Nancy had been left a legacy by her aunt so that she was more or 
less financially independent. She also was receiving a salary from her last 
place of employment since they were paying her sick leave. 

Mervin would visit Nancy daily in the hospital and take her various 
items that she requested. To save time running around to cash checks and 
so on, Nancy gave power of attorney to Mervin. Needlss to say, | teased 
him endlessly about this. 

Then one day | get a frantic phone call from Mervin. It seems that 
Nancy’s father, a no-nonsense, stern engineering type, dropped by and 
ejected Mervin, bag, baggage and all, placing all his chattels in the hallway 
and threatening Mervin with all sorts of legal action if he did not 
absquatulate immediately, if not sooner. After the initial shock had worn 
off, we both had a good laugh and Mervin had to find another abode 
quickly. He managed to get another job and chose to live around the 
L’Acadie area. | heard from him when he settled into the new place and 
fortunately for him, the last tenant had left a telephone in the room. Mervin 


and | were both adept at installing phones so the next thing | knew he 
phoned me to apprise me of his new address and gave me various phone 
numbes with appropriate times to use them. He had concocted a device 
with clips that he would use on the main telephone box down in the 
basement. When he left he would discnnect the device and place it in his 
pocket. Upon entering the building he would quickly go by, install the 
device onto the terminals of the particular phone that was not in use during 
those hours. 

Everything was going along famously until one day while we were 
conversing, we heard clicks on the line, indicating that Ma Bell was trying 
to locate the culprit having free telephone service. We were both laughing 
and as soon as we heard Ma Bell, Mervin would tell me what line to call him 
and hang up. | would phone this number and we would converse until we 
were discovered. Ma Bell was completely puzzled since they could never 
detect the device. Unfortunately, the landlady one day illegally entered 
Mervin’s room with the Bell technician and he yanked out the phone. That 
was the end of our fun. 

At this time, also, Mervin had found a new girlfriend. This girl was a 
teenage sweetheart that he had once been enamoured with and although 
he had never had his way with her, she also had a fancy for Mervin. They 
finally consummated their friendsip and my wife and | were again being 
amused by Mevin’s sexploits. He had a way of relating these encounters 
with the utmost mirth. 

Meanwhile, | had found that | could finally eke out a living teaching. 
My forte was mathematics although | had taught chemistry and humanities 
as well. Mervin and | kept in touch and he would visit us from time to time 
in Roxboro. | had finished my stint at the girl’s school in 1966 and had 
obtained a visa to work in the USA. My wife fell ill from kidney disease at 
the last minute so we had to stay in Roxboro. Fortunately for me, the 
kidney foundaion picked up a lot of the dialysis tab and immediately 
thereafter the hospitalization plan had been instituted. Had this not 
happened | would have surely lost my house. 

Around this time Mervin was still unemployed so | asked my wife’s 
brother-in-law if he could perhaps find a place for Mervin. The brother-in- 
law had a company that contracted with Quebec Hydro to install their 
towers that carried the high voltage lines. | extolled some of Mervin’s 
virtues and knowledge of things electrical and so the brother-in-law 
decided to give Mervin a try. Mervin still had the one good suit that he had 
acquired while working at the radio managacturer so he looked spiffy 
enough to impress any propective employer. 

When Mervin dropped by for supper subsequent to beginning his 
new job, | asked him for a rundown on the work that he had been assigned 
and was doing. | was amazed at his description and knowledge that he had 
gleaned so quickly and he really seemed to know what he was doing. 

Mervin lasted there about 6 months as | recall. | never did find the 
real reason for the mutual departure. When I asked the brother-in-law what 


had happened, he would only reply with some vague retort and then laugh. 
When I asked Mervin the same question, | would also get some hazy 
explanation so that | never really found out the reason for his termination. 

| was also fortunate in obtaining employment in the new CEGEP 
system. The money was much better and | did not have to contend so 
much with teenage louts. 

Upon applying for a CEGEP posiion in Lennoxville, one of the 
requirements was to teach a course in Humanities. | proposed a math 
history course but that idea bombed. Finally, as a joke, | opined that | 
should teach a jazz course. All the suits’ ears instantly perked up and after 
a lot of palaver they wanted me to outline a course and offer it. | was 
flabbergasted but a job is a job so | hastily agreed. | decided to call the 
course, “Man and Modern Jazz.” The suits changed this to Modern Man 
and Jazz. | tried to correct the course title several times but their minds just 
could not grasp the concept and they could not seem to get their minds 
around this so the misnomer stuck in the syllabus. 

All of this occurred one week before the school term began and I| had 
no idea of what to offer. | frantically phoned Mervin, apprised him of my 
plight and asked him to spend the weekend in Roxboro so that we could 
make up something. He dutifully complied and we spent most of the 
weekend in my basement working at the small blackboard. Sunday 
afternoon we emerged with at least five weeks of bullshit that looked very 
professional. The first five weeks went by and everybody seemed gassed 
with the course. | forgot momentarily that | had no more material and 
unfortunately awoke on a Monday morning realizing that | had no idea of 
this week’s lecture. | quickly grabbed some records and used them until | 
could get Mervin back to help pump up the course. He came again and we 
finished the course outline. 

Then another castastrophe occurred. One of the teacher’s had an 
heart attack and the administration dumped on us three), asking us to 
finish teaching his humanities courses whilst being reimbursed for our 
trouble. The principal did not want to hire a new staff member since he 
might get stuck with some undesirable character and because of union 
regulations, this individual would be hard to get rid of. As if we three did 
not have enough trouble, what with 28 people in administration breathing 
down our necks. 

We three had a meeting and of course, | was chosen to prepare an 
outline for the continuation of the course for the remainer of the semester. 
The other two would then follow the outline and lecture the respective 
classes. We agreed for the most part on the material to present and after 
making a few notes, | drove home as usual. 

Needless to say, | put in a hasty call to Mervin to come out for the 
weekend and help me prepare this new course. He obliged and we spent 
the whole weekend in the basement workshop frantically concatenating 
suitable bullshit to cover the material in my notes. We finished Sunday 
night and we were both quite satisfied with the results of our efforts. 


| sallied forth early Monday morning with a satisfied smile on my face 
and after dumping my crap at the motel where | stayed, | drove to the 
CEGEP. As soon as the other two teachers spotted me they accosted me in 
the hall and told me that they had changed their minds and had decided on 
a different outline and so on. I, of course, flipped out and told them that 
this was impossible since we were going into the first group in five minutes 
and there was no way to change anything. After another ten minutes of 
argument, | managed to cajole them into sitting in on my lecture and we 
would procede from there at the lecture’s end. They agreed and we strode 
into the classroom. The other two teachers sat down with the students and 
when the class came to order, | ran down the horseshit that Mervin and | 
put together. Even | was surprised at how good it sounded and it opened 
up some new possibilities in the course for improvisaton. 

Unfortunately, one of the students was a bit brighter than the rest 
and almost managed to confound me on some metaphysical bullshit that | 
had quoted from Plato. | managed to skirt around that and satisfy 
everybody with a good peformance. Indeed when the period ended, the two 
teachers jumped up, clapped me on my back and told me that they had 
changed their minds again and were going to follow my ourline after all. 
These two were really beginning to get on my nerves. 

When | apprised Mervin of the events, he chuckled in mirth and 
wished he had been there to assist me. Then we got back to work on the 
Jazz course and finished the outline for the year. 

Mervin decided to take some couses. One of them was dealing with 
transistors, | believe, and the other was a course in English literature. 
Whilst there, he met a young female who took a fancy to him and of course, 
Mervin was not shy about responding to this. He soon was regaling me 
with stories of his sexual exploits. | had an occasion to visit him during this 
time and was amazed at his prwess at writing papers for the literature 
course. He always obtained a mark of 85% or higher and upon reading 
some of his efforts, | found that his perspicacity after reading the assigned 
books was top-notch. 

Mervin had also obtained a new job fixing ear pieces for the deaf. 
The electronics were right up his alley, but he had to wear glasses to do the 
microscopic work, since he had become a bit far-sighted as he aged. 

In any event, Mervin decided to shack up with his new paramour and 
they rented an apartment in Verdun. They stayed there for a month. Alas, 
they had some sort of argument and his new friend decided to chuck him 
out. Mervin found another apartment closer to his work and in a much 
better location. He lived near Decarie and Shebrooke. Mervin set about 
refurbishing the place, scrubbing the walls, painting and so on. He even 
managed to move his old upright piano in the place. 

Well, no sooner did he get settled than his new girl friend showed up 
and begged Mervin to take her in. Now | did not like this girl all that much, 
but | did not say anything since it was none of my concern. However, | had 


the feeling that this association would prove deleterious to Mervin and as it 
turned out, | might have been right. 

His new place was near the hospital where my wife went for dialysis 
so sometimes | would visit Mervin, who was then between jobs and mooch 
a ride with my wife when she took her cab home. 

One day | took over my electronic metronome that | had designed 
and built for myself using a thyratron tube to accuate a relay that would 
click every loudly on every second beat. It had crapped out and | asked 
Mervin if he could repair it since my eyesight had crapped out by this time 
and | had extreme difficulty doing any soldering or electronic repair of any 
kind. 

Mervin looked at the device and | explained what | had done. Mervin 
told me he would look at it and took it into the room where he repaired the 
hearing aids. | sat down at the piano to while away some time. Suddenly | 
heard a huge TWACK! This was followed by steps and a loud thump. | 
arose quickly and found Mervin on his ass on the floor laughing. 

“Man, what kind of voltage have you got on the plate of that tube?” 

“At least 250 DC,” | replied. 

“There’s no way I’m going to fuck with this, it’s too dangerous. You 
could do the same thing with transistors using a much lower and safer 
voltage.” 

“Yeah, but | can’t build it. | don’t have the knowledge or the 
eyesight.” 

“I can build it for you. All you need is a counter and...” 

“Forget it, it’s too difficult.” 

“Not at all, not only that, but | could build one that would click in any 
sequence you want-3/4, 5/4 time-you name it.” 

“Would you build me one, then?” 

“Yes, Keith, no problem.” 

| figured this was all bullshit but | appreciated the thought. However, 
the next time | came to see Mervin, he brought out my old box. He had 
installed LEDs and switches so that | could accent any beat or beats up to 
16. | was flabbergasted. | thanked him profusely and | still use the device 
to this day. 

My friendship with Mervin provided me with many interesting and 
instructive moments. | feel that | must relate several experiences which | 
shared with him and the first that comes to mind deals with the time that 
he was gainfully employed as a production manager in a small electronics 
firm as | mentioned previously. He had worked his way up from tweaking IF 
transformers on an assembly line. The owners quickly became aware of 
Mervin's potential and sought to exploit it. The radio that he designed was 
an AC-DC tiny five tube box with about 12 parts all told. It worked like a 
charm and the company made quite a profit on its sales. As | have 
heretofore mentioned Mervin acquired an automobile which he drove 
around corners at breakneck speed and did not waste any time getting 
from point a to point b. After he got involved with the secretary he could 


not handle the subsequent chaos engendred by dividing his time between 
the job situation and his wife. His enthusiasm and dedication to his job 
became secondary, of course, and his work began to reflect his emotional 
strife. The company decided to cashier him but at this time | was in 
constant contact with him. Indeed, my wife and | spent many an hour 
visiting Montréal sites with Mervin and his girlfriend. He kept the car and 
when we started to repair TVs and radios we would drive to the places that 
needed our services. | insisted on sitting in the backseat in case we got 
into an accident. Mervin took great delight in whipping around corners with 
untold speed scaring the shit out of me and laughing heartily at my 
discomfiture. 

| have to relate some of our experiences preparing TVs. At this time 
black-and-white TVs were the main source of repairs. We managed to find 
the little shop outside of Montreal that reconditioned TV picture tubes at a 
very nominal fee. Most types we could purchase for $15. The standard 
replacement cost was around $35 or more. This is where we could make a 
good profit. Tubes also were very easy to get wholesale and we usually 
could charge double or triple the price of a tube. 

One day we were summoned to a gentleman's apartment with some 
TV trouble. It was apparent to both of us right away that a bit of tweaking 
probably would fix the trouble. Mervin instantly went behind the TV set and 
after some humming and hawing he suddenly exclaimed, "You're going to 
need a new video amplifier tube." 

“How much will that be?" asked the poor customer. 

Mervin quickly answered, "$5.50." 

| had a tough time keeping a straight face. Then the customer asked, 
"Which tube is it?" 

Mervin named some tube and the fellow exclaimed that the previous 
repairman had just replaced it. Mervin quickly answered and told him that it 
had probably crapped out because of the other problem. This problem 
Mervin envisoned might require a new picture tube although he doubted 
that and he would then take a look in case a new picture tube was not 
required. | joined Mervin and we both appeared like we were engaged in a 
tremendously complex problem. After mumbling a suitable horseshit to 
one another, and fixing the problem, Mervin arose and in his best 
professional manner presented a bill of around $25. The customer was very 
pleased and forked over the money immediately. | couldn't wait to get out 
of there, trying hard to stifle my laughter in utter astonishment at Mervin's 
nerve. When we were back in his car | chastised him a bit but he laughed it 
off and alleged that we had to make more money. 

Another time we took the customers TV set to my apartment where | 
had set up a little lab for repair. We had to replace the picture tube and 
Mervin immediately set about removing the chassis but unfortunately 
forgot to turn off the power. He reached around to disconnect the flyback 
transformer from the picture tube. The next thing | heard was zzzzt-zap amd 
around 20,000 V went through his body. Fortunately the current was low 


enough and Mervin was so stoned on his barbiturates that it had little 
effect. | was flipping. | felt certain that he would show some signs of 
electrocution but he did not and even the next day he apparently had no 
symptoms! 

Alas, we did not make enough money to sustain either one of us and 
Mervin lost his car. As | recall, he miscalculated turning one of his corners 
and stoved in one side of the car. There was no money to repair the car and 
Mervin was becoming more and more unreliable so we threw in the towel 
temporarily fixing TVs. 

At one point-I don't remember exactly when-l could not get in touch 
with Mervin. | got vague answers to my inquiries from his mother so | 
phoned his brother. | had met his brother previously and we sort of hit it off 
so | phoned him and he told me that Mervin was in the mental hospital 
getting dried out. | asked if he could have visitors and his brother said that 
would be all right. | went down to see Mervin and a nurse ushered me into a 
room where Mervin was prone on a bed. | was visibly shocked when | saw 
him since he looked like he weighed about 78 pounds! Actually, | think his 
weight was somewhere around this. Mervin looked at me and | believe that 
he was glad to see me. He told me that he had flipped out and started 
climbing the walls of the establishment. They finally peeled him off one of 
the heavy protective screens on the window but he lacked water and he 
was hopelessly trying to communicate this need to the doctors and nurses 
who did not understand what he was doing. Fortunately, there was this 
huge vase of flowers sitting on a table. Mervin somehow got free, grabbed 
the vase, yanked out the flowers and guzzled down the complete contents. 
The staff finally got the idea that he was thirsty and reacted accordingly. 

Mervin related some other incidents and later kept in touch with me 
by phone which they allowed him to use. He stayed in the institution for a 
brief period and managed somehow to work in the nurse’s station. From 
this place he would phone me and regale me with stories about his fellow 
inmates and the various capers that would ensue. Actually, he had a good 
thing going since he was getting fed, a place to sleep and the telephone to 
use when you felt like it. 

There was a third time that Mervin entered a hospital. This time he 
chose to go into the Queen Elizabeth. At the time the QE had a special ward 
for disturbed people. Mervin invited both Jacques and myself to visit him, 
so one day after a jam session Jacques drove us down to the hospital 
ward. We spent some time with Mervin and as usual, he was trying to make 
light of a bad situation. We stayed long enough to get completely 
depressed watching all the poor assholes in there trying to cope with 
reality. It was so depressing that Jacques could hardly speak about it after 
we had left the premises and averred that he would never go back there if 
he could possible avoid it. Mervin had enrolled to try to get off the 
barbiturates again, but it was plain to see that he was not in the same 
category as most of the others that were there. Later we heard that they 


had closed this place and | often wondered what they did with all the other 
patients. 

Listening to these stories was like watching a movie such as "One 
Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest" or "The Snake Pit." Unfortunately or 
fortunately as the case may be, they turfed Mervin out and for a while he 
seemed to be in great shape. Mervin also had a propensity for beer and oft 
times would mix the barbiturates with his drinking. However, his control 
subsequent to his hospital stay was such that he never went into a coma or 
had to be hospitalized for his addiction. Also his addiction did not seem to 
dominate his life in the same way that it affected other people. Mervin had a 
certain dependence but this did not prevent him from _ intellectual 
accomplishments or hamper him physically that much. Indeed, there were 
occasions when the two of us would study physics or mathematics 
discussing at length books such as "Godel, Escher and Bach" or Rudy 
Rucker’s "Infinity and the Mind." Mervin put me on to the former book as 
his cousin, Johnny, did some of the translation from the German. Johnny 
was a professor of languages at a New York university and resembled 
Mervin physically as well as mentally. | often wondered why Mervin had not 
pursued a college education upon gaining his senior matriculation. When | 
asked him about this | always got a vague response and | simply 
considered that the zeitgeist of the times dictated that most smart young 
man pursue a business career. The 2% of the population in those times that 
opted for a higher education were considered somewhat socially inferior. 
Mervin could easily have become a standup comedian. He had a sharp wit, 
a glib tongue and an intellectual ability second to none. His brother 
nicknamed him "Jab" and often remarked to me that Mervin could think up 
an answer to a question before you could ask it. Mervin also had a natural 
flair for physics. His math ability was lacking but that was due to his not 
having a college education. | found that he caught on very well when we 
discussed anything mathematical although he did not have the ability for 
the “bread-and-butter” manipulation. He did grasp most of the concepts 
easily. We also used to play chess a lot on the telephone and we would do 
crossword puzzles together. Both of us found the local papers’ crosswords 
mundane and soon switched to the New York Times puzzles. Mervin once 
boasted that he had completed one of the local puzzles in five minutes 
while eating breakfast! | believed him. 

After Mervin got laid off from his earphone repair job-recall that he 
was repairing these for the deaf, | noticed that he was not looking for a new 
job and his wife didn't seem to mind the fact that he stayed home while she 
worked in the clothing business. She made a decent enough salary to 
sustain both of them and Mervin took over the household chores of 
cooking, cleaning and so forth. Every time | would drop by, which was 
fairly often, he would be sitting watching TV and nursing a beer from a 
dozen that were either beside him or in the fridge. | also noticed that he 
was developing a spare tire again and it seemed to expand exponentially 


every time | came over. Finally | remarked on this and he promised that he 
was going to do something about it but he never seemed to. 

One day when | went over his wife happened to be there-she had a 
day off or something. | was not overly fond of his wife and tried to avoid 
her at every opportunity. | found her quite common and certainly nowhere 
as nice as his first German wife. She lacked intellectual capacity and was 
no match for Mervin's mental prowess. However, she genuinely loved 
Mervin and | daresay would do anything for him. Mervin told me that he 
always looked for a female companion that would look after him. He made 
no bones about this and | guess he finally found one that truly fulfilled his 
desire. Anyway, they invited me for supper and | accepted since my wife 
was extremely ill at the time and burdening her with meals was not my 
desire. Well, they opted to have hamburgers potatoes and some veggie. 
The hamburger was so full of fat and greasy that | could not eat it. The 
potato was terrible and so was the vegetable but | managed to make my 
way through those. | then began to understand where that tummy of 
Mervin's was coming from. | left there that night thinking that Mervin's 
health was in danger. The next time | was over there | broached the subject 
as subtly as | could, trying not to insult his wife nor cast deleterious 
aspersions towards his wife but he more or less ignored my hints. 

However, sometime later | received a phone call that Mervin was in 
the hospital with a very high temperature and they had pumped him full of 
penicillin after learning that his innards had become infected due to 
undigested food that had accumulated in his stomach. This gunk had 
somehow managed to produce bacteria or whatever and this in turn started 
to eat away other organs. | asked myself, "Could this be due to that awful 
fatty crap that he had been ingesting for the past few years?" When he was 
released from the hospital he seemed to be okay for a while but then he 
started to get ill. He visited me at my home one day and he looked terrible. 
He also smelled funny and he alleged that he was ingesting a lot of herbs, 
supposedly recommended by his doctors. But | could see that he was not 
his old self and he certainly wasn't up to any intellectual pursuits and was 
starting to have trouble doing crosswords. For exercise he took up 
gardening but eventually wound up in the hospital again. This time he 
required a jugular bypass. Before he apprised me of this when he phoned 
me, he joked that they were “going for his jugular.” Now that's one thing 
that | must comment on at this point about my friends. They always 
provided me with lots of laughs and their type of humor was my type of 
humor. This is the one thing that | miss the most about my friends-the 
laughs and the stories that they would tell me. | did manage to record some 
of his stories when he would telephone but most of them got erased. | had 
made it a habit in those days to record all of my telephone conversations. | 
had learned the hard way that business people and others would tell me 
something or promise something over the phone and then later deny it. 
After | caught them by playing back the conversation, it was usually game 
over for theem. Mervin knew that | was recording him most of the time but 


never stopped me from doing so. | really responded to his humor-mostly 
spontaneous, and his perspicacious use of language when describing an 
event or an experience that affected him in some way always amused me. 
The only other friend that | had that could do this was my friend, George, 
whom | shall write about in a later chapter. 

Mervin's health declined subsequently and after his first jugular 
bypass ran its course, he had to have another one done on the other side. 
As usual there was some snafu after the first bypass crapped out and 
Mervin lost blood for a while faster than they could replace it. He would 
have died except for the fact that they finally managed to get everything 
under control. However, this experience had a profound effect on Mervin as 
he told me that he actually had faced death and after this was not afraid of 
dying anymore. | managed to record this conversation and although he was 
still able to make a few humorous remarks | could see that he was very 
disturbed by this turn of events. So was I. | began to realize that it was only 
a matter of time before his demise because | knew that the second bypass 
would not last for any extended period of time. Our contacts were less 
frequent and Mervin became somewhat distant, which was_ very 
understandable and he concentrated on his garden and his relationship 
with his wife. He finally succumbed and most everybody, including Johnny, 
thought that | would give the eulogy, but Johnny offered to do this and | 
took him up on his offer. Actually, Johnny gave a splendid eulogy, much 
better than | would have, since | was sure that | would've broken up halfway 
during the exposition. My friend, Jacques, accompanied me, as he and 
Mervin had been friendly. | was quite surprised to see a lot of people at the 
funeral. | knew Mervin got around but | didn't realize how many people he 
had touched during his brief stay on earth. | kept in touch with his brother, 
phoning him from time to time, but | never had any contact with his wife 
that | can remember after his demise. 

| have to say that my involvement with Mervin was mostly a great 
pleasure. He never showed any meanness or rancor towards me nor 
towards anybody unless some person was really nasty and deserved 
whatever Mervin decided to do about it. He was always willing to help me 
when he could, never asking for any favors back nor expecting anything. 
He was truly charitable to most people and of course some of them took 
advantage of his good nature. This did not mean that he would tolerate 
outrageous abuses. | recall one time when he and his German wife were 
strolling along the street. They were suddenly accosted by some street 
punks who began to insult him and his wife and threatened to employ 
some physical violence. Mervin quickly assessed who the leader was and 
acted immediately by punching him in the nose and knocking him to the 
ground. He turned to accept ay ensuing lumps but his action made the 
other companions high.tail it. The punched fellow also seemed to have had 
enough and that was the end of the incident. Mervin later told me that he 
and his brother used to get into various fracases and found that usually if 
you could nail the gang’s leader, it would more often than not, settle the 


issue. Mervin certainly had a way with women because they recognized 
that he was not a mean person like most men and he did not want to 
dominate them. He did have a sharp tongue and put people in their place 
quickly when the situation warranted it. Sometimes | wished that | could 
have come back with a snappy retort that he had exercised on some 
asshole who had made a snide remark. This very seldom happened 
however and he usually was very good-natured. He was someone that | 
could always introduce to an old acquaintance or new friend and not be 
afraid that Mervin would make some disparaging remark. | liked to have 
him around on these occasions because he was extremely perceptive and 
more often than not he found the character flaw in someone that later 
turned out to be a mean son of a bitch. 

How fortunate one is to meet people like Mervin that are basically 
kindhearted and although they have their faults and their crosses to bear 
they somehow manage to cope and enrich your life. I've been so lucky in 
this regard and of course that is one of the reasons that I'm writing these 
chapters. 


Chapter 5-Nancy 


My friends over the years were not only males. | was lucky enough to 
have several females as friends as well. | first met Nacny when I| was 16. As 
| recall, she had just turned 14. A lot of the teenagers in those days would 
congregate in public parks. One of these was a park near the Snowdon 
area of Montreal where | was then living. There always seemed to be a 
plethora of young teens in that particular park playing baseball, touch 
football etc or just hanging out. It was a great place to meet someone of 
your own age. | had just moved into the area after running away from my 
aunt & uncle in Lindsay, Ontario. | gravitated to the park & hoped to meet a 
fellow traveler. The first contact | had was from two girls, one of them the 
Nancy that | will write about. The other girl’s first name also was Nancy & of 
course, when | heard this, | immediately started to laugh. This sort of broke 
the ice & we started to converse. The other Nancy was 15 as | recall, 
slightly better looking than my Nancy but her demanor was a bit more 
aloof. My Nancy had a somewhat plain features, but seemed to have a 
wonderful sense of humor & would laugh easily at anything that she 
thought the least bit comical. Actually, she found almost everything 
comical (as did | at the time) & so | thought that | had found a kindred 
sould. Eventually the girls invited me over to their houses but mostly to my 
Nancy’s house. This particular abode seemed to be more attractive to teens 
& my Nancy’s mother showed more tolerance toward callow youths like 
myself. 

When | entered my Nancy’s house, | spotted a piano & Nancy alleged 
that she could play. She started to demonstrate this by playing some tune 
& another blonde girl emerged from somewhere, who was several years 
older. Her name was Beverly. She was obviously much more mature but 
was curious about the new teen that had invaded the premises. Beverly 
asked me if | played the piano, for some reason. | told her that | played 
mostly boogie-woogie. As soon as the girls heard that, | was an instant 
hero. And after | sat down & dazzled them with my prowess in this music 
style, | was recruited into the gang. Subsequent days were spent meeting 
other people in Nancy’s crowd. One fellow was an erstwhile singer whose 
father played tenor sax in the Mt. Royal hotel band. 

In any event my Nancy & 1! socialized a lot but unlike Lindsay where it 
was tacitly understood that once you paired off with some female, the next 
exercise was “necking.” This did not go over too well with the females in 
this new milieu & particularly with Nacny so | had to look elsewhere for 
amusementl which I| did & have written about. 

One day my grandmother decided to go for a week’s vacation with 
my grandfather. They made me promise not to wreck the place while they 
were gone & gave me some money for eating. | didn’t fancy the restaurants 
around the area & my clulinary skills were pathetic so | devised a plan. | 
would phone my friends & see if | could mooch a supper off of them, 


hopefully scheduling the days to cover every day that my grandparents 
were away. 

| started to phone as soon as they left & of course, | phoned my male 
friends first only to find that most of them made all sorts of excuses & | 
ended up with only one invitation. | was extremely disappointed to say the 
least. What was | to do? | decided to try the girls. Well, guess what? | filled 
up my calendar beautifully & my Nancy had me over twice. 

One of the trepidations that | encountered was meeting the parents. 
They were curious & slightly amused at the nerve of this young 
whippersnapper that had the audacity to mooch a meal from them. To my 
surprise most of them were very pleasant & seemed to like me. My Nancy’s 
father was an engineer. He was very stern & autocratic & opinionated & 
kept a close eye on his daughters. | had a bit of trouble getting around him 
but | managed to fix his radio when it was on the bum & also was actually 
able to engage in a coherent conversation with him without being 
intimidated. This impressed him & | could tell that he respected me more 
than the other youths that darkened his door. He had been a high-ranking 
officer in World War Il & he had that military aura about him. | think my 
days at Culver Military Academy allowed me to get around him. Anyway, | 
was welcome anytime in Nancy’s house & by the way, her mother was an 
excellent cook. Needless to say, | had to summon up all the table manners 
that my parents had drilled into me. 

To avoid any confusion, | will now only refer to my Nancy as Nancy 
since | had very little contact with her firend. Nancy was a true blonde, 
about 5’5” & she had a cute body with nice breasts. She wasn’t what one 
would call beautiful, but she wasn’t ugly either. She had green eyes, a great 
smile & was always ready to laugh at something. However, when | was 
visiting her one day, | noticed two idiosyncracies. The firest was that her 
hands sometimes shook. At first | thought that she was being funny but 
she definitely had some sort of tremor. | asked her about this but she gave 
me some vague bullshit & | detected that she felt uncomfortable about it so 
| dropped it. Secondly, although she had a very infectious laugh, there was 
a sound in it sometimes that somehow put me off. | can’t exactly describe it 
but it disturbed me & | sensed that she had some sort of mental problem. | 
had & still have a thing about a woman’s laugh. If | sense any hysteria in 
the laugh, | usually find out that one should stay away from this female. | 
realize that this might sound weird but it has kept me out of a lot of trouble 
with certain females. 

| kept in contact with Nancy until | graduated from high school. 
Meanwhile her family had moved from Hamstead to St. Bruno & this made 
it a bit more difficult to interact with Nancy socially. Then | was informed 
by a mutual friend that Nancy was now working at a firm called “Planned 
Sales.” | dropped in on her just before | started going to Clarkson. She was 
surprised to see me. Nancy had been hired as a sort of “do-it-all” secretary 
to the company president & seemed very happy taking dictation, handling 
the telex, typing & so on. She was her same, ebullient self & we had some 


good laughs reminiscing but | noted that she still had the “shakes” but she 
had matured into a fetching, young woman. 

While at Clarkson, | used to hitchhike back & forth to Montreal & ona 
holiday weekend | was refused admission back into the USA because of a 
mistaken notion on the FBI’s part that | was a communist. | had no cash 
with me & no place to stay. My grandmother could not put me up as there 
was no room. | phoned up my friend Bob’s mother & she let me stay one 
night. | needed some money so | went to see Nancy. Not only did she lend 
me some money but she had me stay with her family in St. Bruno, Beveryly 
was there & her old man & they were happy to see me & let me stay. | was 
eventually cleared by the BSI (Board of Special Inquiry) rplete with all the 
performers & robes & told to gather my chattels & come back to Canada as 
| was transferring up to McGill or Sir George at that time. 

Nancy was now active socially & was used as an escort for visiting 
clients. I’m not certain what these dates entailed but | gathered from her 
that she was making out with the boss, who was 25 years her senior & was 
married. | found this a bit unlike Nancy but she seemed to be very happy so 
that was fine with me. 

Then in 1952 while still attending university, | met my wife & | got 
married. We moved in with the in-laws temporarily until we found an 
apartment. As soon as we got settled | decided to visit Nancy & tell her the 
good news. | went down to see her & after | told her | could see that she 
was visibly shocked. It really took her aback. | could not understand her 
demeanor. Did she shomehow get the impression that we were going to 
marry or something? Surely, she could not be thinking any such thing. 
After she got over her shock she wished me well &told me to keep in touch. 
| did & my wife & | invited her up to our cold water 3 floor apartment 
several times. The girls seemed to get along famously. Then Nancy 
informed me that her aunt had died (I had met the aunt a few times) & had 
left ler a considerable amount of money. Nancy renteed an apartment in 
NDG & lived by herself. | would visit there occasionly. Almost every time | 
went there, her boss was there. | noticed also that Nancy seemed to be 
tipsy most of the time. Then the next thing | knew she had taken a leave of 
absence from her job but the boss was still paying her the weekly salary. 

Then one afternoon | went to see her. | knocked on the door & she 
told me it was open & to enter. | did so & Nancy was in the tub. She told me 
that she would be out forthwith. | asked jokingly, “Would you like me to do 
your back?” 

She laughed & said, “Yes,” & giggled. 

| boldly strode into the bathroom & grabbed a sponge. She was taken 
aback somewhat but | proceded to wash her back. When | stopped she 
arose & for the first time, | saw her nude body. The first thing | learned was 
that she was a true blonde. The next thing | noticed was that she had a very 
fetching figure-more so than one would think by observing her attire. | 
grabbed a towel & started to help her dry. Then | could not resist & | started 
kissing her. We ended up in the sack. | always try to make my partner come 


first & so this is what | did before | blew my stones. After | had settled 
down, she cocked her head, looked at me & inquired, “Is that all?” This 
made us both break up into peals of laughter & that was it for that session. 

After this Nacny would run hot & cold. Sometimes she would be 
cooperative & sometimes she would not. | never could abide that kind of 
behavior from a woman so | kept my distance. Also, | began to see all sorts 
of characters darkening her door. | did not see her that often but when | did 
| noticed how she was deteriorating physically & her drinking was 
incessant. She was getting more & more unattractive as time passed. 
Another thing that bothered me was that she had become an inveterate 
smoker & insisted on indulging in this filty habit every time she would visit 
us in Roxboro. Finally | put my foot down & told her that she would have to 
smoke outside. She never came back to visit. 

| received a call from her just before | was to return to work in 
Lennoxville. She told me that she had a bottle of wine & to come down that 
night just before driving back. Since she had been exhibiting more & more 
bizarre behavior, | was a bit puzzled but decided to stop by her place on the 
off chance that it might be important. | went down, rang the bell & she came 
to the door & told me that she had changed her mind because some priest 
had come to see her! I didn’t see her for months after that. She & Beverly 
invited me for a Christmas vacation at Beverly’s house in Vermont. This 
was when my wife was in the hospital. My son was with my wife’s mother. | 
got a call at the last minute that the date was cancelled. That pissed me off. 
Her behavior was completely erratic. 

Later | was teaching at Loyola & | had a math student in my class by 
the name of Mary. | received another call from Nancy asking me to visit her 
after class so | went to the apartment & rang the bell. There was no 
response. | hammered on the door & this attracted the next door neighbor, 
who emerged from her apartment. It was Mary & her mother! They advised 
me that Nancy would often fall into these comas after imbibing her vodka & 
taking her Valium pills. | was not able to arouse her. 

All of these incidents occurred around the time my friend, Mervin, 
had his troubles with women. He was living with some janitor in an 
apartment building near Nancy’s. It was thus that | informed both of them 
about one another since | figured that it might be a win-win situation for 
both parties. | was right & they shacked up together in Nancy’s apartment. | 
have written about this in the chapter on Mervin. 

Subsequent to Mervin being ousted by Nancy’s father, Nancy 
ultimately succumbed to ovarian cancer. She was so hooked on alcohol 
that she would have someone sneak booze into the hospital after Mervin 
was barred. 

Nancy did manage to recuperated from the accident by some miracle 
& even tried to cook meals for the Meals On Wheels people. Then she 
embarked on a campaign to have her teeth fixed. They had become 
completely mottled from the drinking & lack of proper care. She used to 
insist on being kissed, which repulsed any sexual partner that she might 


have had. Finally one of them must have told her to get her teeth fixed. She 
never finished this chore because she succumbed to the cancer before the 
job was finished. 

| was very disappointed to see how Nancy had deteriorated over the 
years. In her teens & twenties she was ebullient, a lot of fun to be with. With 
a wonderful sense of humor. She also was quite kind at first. As the years 
wore on & her alcohol consumption increased, her natural good nature 
turned into apathy towards others. Her cute figure & winning smile turned 
into an emaciated figure sporting mottled teeth & prune-like features. Her 
whole personality was transformed into a pathetic individual hardly 
recognizable from the creature that | had met in my teens. 

How did she get this way? Mostly through alcohol but | suspected a 
deeper reason. Sometimes she would obsess about her father. She seemed 
to have ambiguous feelings because of his sternness. Whether there was 
any molestation there, | don’t know but | seriously doubt it, knowing what 
little | knew about her father. But | do think that like most alcoholics, she 
did have an Oedipal problem & the fact that she was involved for years with 
a man that was as old as her father indicates that this might be the case. 
Her boss was quite faitful to her. The boss’s wife was well aware of the 
hanky-panky going on & even tacitly approved of it. Not only that, she and 
Nancy were friends & socialized somewhat. As | stated before, the boss 
kept paying Nancy her salary long after she had quit the job or taken a 
“leave of absence due to sickness.” Eventually, even the boss could not 
tolerate Nancy’s behavior, particularly when she started to branch out & 
have sexual involvements with a variety of strange individuals. | met some 
of these characters & so did Mervin. We joked that they had come straight 
out of a bad movie. 

| kept in touch with her parents over the years & this is how I| found 
out about her ultimate demise. 

Anyway, | prefer to think of the great times that we had before her 
addiction took over. 


Chapter 6-Louie 


| had just started attending Granby High School-a new school that 
had just opened housing a new principal. | have written a chapter in my 
book, “Noting The Scene” relating some of the adventures occurring in this 
new establishment. | had been put into Grade 12 following the advice of the 
principal. He had decided that Grade 11 was a waste of time for me since | 
seemed to be strong in math and science. Also, at this time, one could 
graduate without French in the Province of Quebec. | was very happy 
taking these courses along with a course in extra English. At last | was 
occupying my time with some interest instead of being bored all of the 
time. | found the lower grades extremely tedious and a complete waste of 
my time. 

In any case the new school contained various English types that 
were friendly but | was now 19 years of age and had been exposed to the 
cold, cruel world and this gave me a certain amount of sophistication that | 
did not find in most of the other pupils. There was a French-Canadian 
fellow in my class that had a stentorian laugh and his sense of humor 
attracted me and we gravitated toward one another. | also remember 
meeting one of the grade 11 students named Louie. Where | met him, | do 
not recall but | found him very interesting since his conversation was 
always very interesting. He would talk about things scientific or 
philosophical and seemed to be well read for his age. Before | knew it we 
were hanging out together. The FC fellow also gravitated towards the two 
of us and pretty soon, we three were spending a lot of time together after 
school. | entered the school late in the first semester and | lived in a series 
of places, ending up in a room with some whacko old lady that was talking 
to imaginary individuals most of the time. | have written about these 
adventures elsewhere. The point is that | ended up at the start of Christmas 
vacation minus a room and had to store my chattels in the basement of the 
school, much to the annoyance of the janitor, who hated students in 
general and Louie and me in particular. 

| had no place to go except to my grandmother’s. She, of course, 
didn’t want me around either but | ended up there and before | left Granby, 
Louie promised to try to find me a room. | had also found a possible place 
but the landlady really gave me a hard time so | decided to find some other 
place. This landlady was an older woman named Mrs. Ashton. Her husband 
had left her for whatever reason and she kept herself going by renting 
rooms. Amway, Louie wrote to me and said that he could find nothing. 
What was | to do? My grandmother was about to turf me out at the end of 
the school hiatus and my possessions were still at the school. | had taken 
some of my crap in my big trunk to get washed and so on. | packed up this 
stuff in the trunk and took the bus back to Granby. On the bus | decided to 
bite the bullet and rent the room from Mrs. Ashton. | taxied over to her 
place, dropped my trunk on her porch and rang the bell. She answered and 
| blurted out, “Did you get my message?” 


“What message?” she snapped back. 

“I wrote you telling you that | would rent your room after all.’’\ 

Mrs. Ashton looked incredulous and didn’t exactly know how to 
respond. Meanwhile, it was about 10 below zero Fahrenheit that day and 
she could see that | was probably desperate. 

“Allright,” said she, “You can stay for the night and we’ll see what 
happens.” 

She showed me to this small room and | plopped my trunk down and 
started to unpack. Then Mrs. Ashton asked me if | would like a cup of tea. | 
was freezing so | said yes and we began to converse. Mrs. Ashton had a 
way of asking questions that came right to the point so | didn’t try to 
bullshit her about other things. Then | got the impression that her bark was 
worse than her bite and | found that she was really a nice person and not 
as nasty or cranky as | originally thought. She also had a cat named 
Mackensie and that was a good sign to me as well. The first few days were 
a bit iffy, but as we got to know one another she started to come around 
and later on | found out that she knew our new principal enough to 
telephone and talk to about me. Later on, Mrs. Ashton looked after me 
when | contracted a bout of pneumonia or some similar pest that laid me up 
three weeks. | had to quit going to school and had no chance to phone the 
principal but Mrs. Ashton took care of that and also would apply Vicks 
Vape-O-Rub and even put a mustard plaster on me. She turned out to be a 
wonderful landlay. 

When | was at my grandmother’s during the Christmas holiday, | 
complained about her procrastination in sending funds to the various 
landladys. My grandmother did not trust me with money. | assured her that 
| was old enough to manage my finances and she finally agreed to sending 
a weekly stipend of $23 for my room and board. This money was sent c/o 
General Delivery. This method worked out so well that | adopted it when 
attending university. In those days the mail was quite reliable and each 
Monday | could pick up my check. The only fly in the ointment was that 
even in those days $23 was a bit of a squeeze and after paying room and 
board, there was precious little left over for other endeavors. 

This was where Louie was such a big help. Louie’ father owned the 
Granby Hotel and Louie lived in one of the rooms overlooking the back 
alley. His room was right next to a big shower room. Bathing was a big 
problem for me. Mrs. Ashton’s bath tub was minuscule, to say the least. | 
bought an hose attachment which | could connect to the bathtub’s nozzle, 
but it would usually slip. The water pressure was low and the hot water was 
usually not that hot. | used the showers at the school sometimes, but the 
janitor would kick up a fuss or turn off the taps. When | told Louie about 
this, he told me to use his shower on Saturday mornings. 

Louie was originally from Detroit, having grown up with his father, 
who had a brief career as a bush pilot. Louie never talked about his mother 
so I don’t know what the situation was. His lack of maternal care did not 
deter Louie from having “communication” with girls and | could see that he 


had had considerable experience with the opposite sex-especially living in 
an hotel. Louie had an intimate knowledge of automobiles and boasted that 
he had actually souped up a car for the notorious “Purple Gang” that was 
then operating in Detroit. | believed him since as far back as | can 
remember Louie never lied to me about anything. He was not a braggart but 
he told it like it was if you asked him anthing. Louie also was not 
intimidated by adults and had “tangled assholes” (as he put it) with drunks 
and other individuals that had to be chucked out of the hotel for one reason 
or another. | remember one time when we were wrestling at Mrs. Ashton’s. 
Louie had challenged me about something and we were going at it. The 
fracas noise attracted Mrs. Ashton and when | heard her coming both Louie 
and | started laughing and | dropped Louie on the floor trying to regain my 
composure and try to convince Mrs. Ashton that we were just listening to 
the radio. Louie picked himself up and the door whipped open. Mrs. Ashton 
checked to see if any damage had been done and | guess realized that we 
were just a couple of idiot teenagers that were horsing around. Louie was 
strong and tough and he was surprised when | managed to get him in a 
hold just before | dropped him. After this he would go around telling the 
story to some of our classmates. 

Louie hated the janitor, as did I. Louie was not afraid of him and used 
to confront him at every opportunity when the janitor would try to pick on 
us. One time Louie actually asked the janitor to step outside. The janitor 
backed down. It’s a good thing he did because | did have the occasion to 
see Louie jump over the bar one night and tangle assholes with some 
moron. The fellow found himself coming out second best and was 
summarily tossed into the street. But despite his aggressive tendencies, 
Louie had a soft heart for his friends. Both my FC friend and | usually had 
no money to go to the movies. Louie always paid our way. Louie also 
picked up the tab when we wanted to eat some hamburgers after the movie. 

| finally got tossed out of the last available eating place. | didn’t know 
what to do. The local retaurant was the pits. Louie again came to the rescue 
and talked his father into allowing us to eat in the hotel kitchen. The hotel 
had hired a Chinese cook who was the end. He whomped up the most 
sumptuous meals. They were not gourmet meals, but good, old fashioned 
Canadian or American fare that was beautifully cooked. However, our FC 
friend acted the fool so we lasted only six weeks, as | recall. However, by 
that time | found another place. Then sometimes Mrs. Aston would come 
through with a nice meal. She turned out to be an excellent cook. Mrs. 
Ashton had several other boarders-two of them upstairs whom | seldom 
saw. There was one, however, that was a real pill and we used to get into it 
every now and then and Mrs. Ashton had to intervene. The room right 
across from mine had several people come and go-one was a beautiful 
young woman but before either Louie or | could get around her, she left 
and was replaced by a male. This was the fellow that | wrote about in my 
chapter about Granby. 


Louie liked jazz and supported me when | was hosting a jazz 
program on the local radio station. At this time | was trying to get people to 
listen to the new jazz movement, bebop, but it became an exercise in 
futility. | even wrote scripts for the local announcer, who turned out to be 
very nice and | guess it kept me out of mischief. 

That is, most of the time because we three got into some trouble and 
Louie’s father had to intervene on our behalf. For some reason, Louie hated 
cats. | never could figure out why this was. Some nights he would take out 
his .22 and shoot at the tom cats that haunted the alley in back of his room 
window. Usually he was so drunk he couldn’t hit anything anyway and 
since the place was completely enclosed, it made a good shooting gallery 
and was relatively safe. No one ever complained since Louie also shot the 
odd rat when he would see one. 

One spring night Louie showed up with his .22 rifle. He asked me to 
walk with him and when | asked him why he was toting heat, he replied that 
he was looking for cats to shoot. | laughed and thought that he was 
kidding, but after perambulating a few blocks, he suddenly spotted this 
feline and blasted away. This was such a brazen act that | just fell out 
laughing. Louie, fortunately, was not a very good shot so the cat scooted 
away unscathed. | was trying to warn Louie that the noise of the shots 
would probably fetch the gendarmes but it had no effect and the next thing 
| knew he spotted another cat and let fly again. The bullet just grazed the 
cat’s back and he scampered away. Then Louie said, “Well, | guess we 
better get out of here,” and with that we went back to Mrs. Ashton’s. 
Fortunately, when we arrived, Mrs. Ashton was not around. 

The next day when Louie came by to see me, Mrs. Ashton was 
examining Mackenzie. It seems that he had a streak on his back that looked 
like a burn of some sort. Mrs. Ashton thought that it might be the result of a 
grazing bullet and as we went by she asked us point blank whether we 
knew anything about it. Of course, | assured her that Mackenzie had 
probably gotten into someplace and hurt himself somehow. | had to think 
fast because Mrs. Ashton didn’t seem to swallow my bullshit and 
suspected that we had something to do with her cat’s discomfort. | believe 
that she had heard about Louie’s attitude towards cats. Louie assured her 
that we had nothing to do with Mackenzie and used the fact that he didn’t 
like cats as an alibi for making certain that he never interacted with 
Mackenzie for that very reason. | had to stifle a laugh. But, I came that 
close to getting turfed out of my room and that might have proved 
disasterous for me so | pleaded with Louie to keep his target pracice for the 
back alley. 

Louie did not like bullies or unfriendly types that tried to exert their 
authority. There was this one student who considered himself to be tough 
and was very unfriendly. Most of us tried to steer clear of him. He also 
always seemed to have one or two of his friends with him. One day | met 
Louie on the street and he was in a foul mood. | tried to find out the reason 
for his discomfiture but he was sullen. | tried to comfort him but he was 


acting very weird. Suddenly, this unfriendly asshole appeared and looked 
at Louie the wrong way or something. He was with a small gang of his 
buddies. Louie approached him and grabbed him by his shirt and said, 
“Mother fucker, | don’t like you and | never have. How would you like to 
tangle assholes?” 

The fellow was astonished being accosted like this and he asked, 
“What’s wrong with you? What have | done?” 

“You’re here and I’m fed up with your crap. Now what are you going 
to do about it?” 

Needless to say, | was a bit appalled at Louie’s behavior but | was a 
bit more concerned at what might happen to both of us if the fellow’s gang 
decided to get into the picture. Louie kept twisting the guy’s shirt and 
calling him names and so on. Well, what do you know? The guy backed 
down and decided to postpone any altercation until a future date. After he 
left Louie kept muttering that he always disliked this prick and should have 
done this sooner. 

Almost every afternoon after school, the three of us would meet in 
my room at Mrs. Ashton’s and listen to the Bob Harvey program. 
Sometimes Harvey would play some jazz sides and he catered to teen 
agers, playing their type of music at the time and interviewing teens that 
had different projects pending. It was also rumoured that he did more than 
interview some of the teen age girls. Later on, when | was doing club dates 
| met Bob Harvey, who was now unemployed and was spiriting a huge pot. 
It was quite a change from his once handsome looks that attracted the 
teenage girls. He really looked dissipated and | was told that he had an 
alcohol problem. | also had occasion to meet his estranged wife, who used 
to hang around the jazz club where | was then playing. Eventually, | learned 
that Harvey had “fallen out of a window” in Miami and had died. This 
seemed to be a hazard for some celebs that were deteriorating. Chet Baker 
and Lenny Bruce come to mind. They also fell to their deaths in the same 
manner. 

One thing was certain. | would have never been able to have any sort 
of social life if it had not been for Louie and his generosity. During the 
winter Louie had to stay in the cloak room to take jackets, overcoats and so 
on. He had welded a quarter to this little coaster (also affixed to the shelf 
on the dutch door) and this would subtlely remind people that they should 
tip Louie. More often than not, | would keep him company and | can 
remember the good times we had listening to the radio programs- 
particularly, the Spike Jones hour, which was extant at that time. Later on, | 
was lucky enough to meet Spike Jones when he appeared at the Chez 
Paree. | found him to be very nice and he affered to help me (or anybody 
else) that was interested in going into show business. This was not an 
hollow offer since | witnessed a couple of Montrealers that did receive 
assistance from Spike Jones. 

The end of the year arrived and | found myself hitchhiking about the 
Eastern Townships during the exams. | managed to get my Senor HS 


Leaving Certificate and also my principal helped me getting into an 
American university. My grandmother made it plain to me that | was 
anathema at her apartment so | had to seek employment somewhere and 
the principal helped me get a job in Asbestos. | have written about this in 
my essay “On The Job.” 

| lost touch with Louie for a couple of years but | managed to track 
him down by remembering that he wanted to be in the Air Force. He did join 
and as luck would have it, he was stationed in Rome, NY at the USAF base 
there. At this juncture | was seeking another college to transfer to since my 
college did not have a math major and | wanted to switch from chemistry 
to math. Since | was hitchhiking around anyway, | phoned him and asked if 
| could see him. He was delighted to hear from me so | went to see him. He 
had changed a bit physically but he was the same old Louie. He asked me 
where I was staying and | told him that | would probably try the local hotel. 
He said, “No way, you can stay here on the base.” 

“Louie, I’m a civie and | have no uniform. How will | even get into the 
base?” 

“Just walk in with me,” he averred. 

“Are you kidding? Ill be arrested.” 

“Trust me.” 

Sure enough | just walked in and out like | was in the air force. No 
one stopped me nor did they ask any questions. Louie picked out a bed for 
me, alleging that the individual whose bed it was, would be out with some 
broad. | awoke the following morning with some air force type Istaring 
down at me and asking, “And who might you be?” 

Before | could blurt out a reply, | heard Louie say, “He’s a good 
friend of mine, | knew you wouldn’t mind.” 

“Oh, OK,” said the fellow and that was that. Louie was as talkative as 
ever and was telling me how he fell for this girl. Some other fellow tried to 
steal his girl so Louie said that he shot him. He then said that the fellow 
was lucky, had a particularly hard noggin and the bullet did not kill him, but 
the fellow had a bad headache for awhile. Louie said all of this with his 
usual matter-of-fact manner and | had no reaspm to doubt him. When | 
asked why he was not in jail, he laughed and said that the fellow did not 
press charges. | never had a chance to verify this or his statement that he 
had seen pictures of flying saucers and was now certain that these craft 
existed as he suspected all along. Of course | was a bit sceptical but if he 
had gone bonkers, he certainly did not act like he was bonkers and 
furthermore, from what | could gather, he was well on his way to becoming 
a jet pilot. His cohorts where he bunked seemed to like him and never gave 
any indication that there was anything amiss with Louie, so who knows? 

Anyway, that was the last time | saw Louie and although | would 
phone him from time to time, we finally lost touch with one another when | 
returned to Montreal. But he certainly helped me when | needed it. We had 
many great moments together and | just hope that he had a good life. 


Chapter 7-Jeannine 


Before | get into this chapter | have to say something about 
friendships with the opposite sex. I’m certain that there are cases of 
Platonic love but normally, sex rears its head and before you know it, you 
are intimately involved with a woman and sometimes, for whatever reason, 
one’s ardor cools and the next thing you know, the partner and “friend” 
that you thought you had is now revealing your innermost thoughts and 
secrets to anyone that will listen. Why does sexual intimacy engender such 
behavior? | guess it must be somewhat similar when homosexual partners 
split up. | find it somewhat bewildering when | watch these courtroom 
cases on TV and see “friend” after “friend” parading up to the witness 
stand to testify against their former pal. 

Fortunately, | have never been placed in such a position either as a 
defendant or a witness. Somehow, | cannot see myself traipsing up on the 
witness stand and testifying about some intimacy that a friend has 
confided to me. This type of betrayal seems to be sanctioned by our 
society and is not tolerated like say, cheating on one’s spouse or “whistle 
blowing,” a euphamism for rat-finking on one’s employer. 

Women are strange creatures. If they love you, they’Il do anything for 
you. If they suddenly decide they don’t love you any more, they’ll drop you 
like a hot potato. Rarely, do you find women that do not hold grudges or 
still remain friends after the sex is gone. | have been fortunate in this 
regard except for Mary, about whom | have written in another chapter. 

| first met Jeannine when I was living in Montreal in 1951. | had just 
transferred from Clarkson College in in New York state to Sir George 
Williams College in Montreal. | had transferred to this institution mainly 
because | was frantically searching for a university that had a math major 
program. | had originally entered Clarkson as a chemistry major but after 
two years | got interested in meth and decided to transfer to a college that 
had a math major program. | had visited a plethora of colleges around the 
eastern USA but my marks were not good enough for some of the places 
and others that would accept me | found after reflection that they were not 
for me. So | ended up back in Montreal. | found McGill a bit too snooty for 
me at the time and chose Sir George because of the variety of different 
characters that attended the institution at that time. Also, | was active in the 
jazz scene and somehow Sir George seemed more conducive to my life 
style. 

| was still living on $30 per week and had rented a room with kitchen 
priviledges around the Snowdon area. My food bill, believe it or not, was 
around $10.50 per week, but | ate well. | did not have money to throw 
around and instead of buying jazz records (then mostly 78s), | would make 
the rounds of Willis, Lindsay’s, Laytton Bros., International Music or 
wherever | could listen to the side | liked without having to pay for the 
pleasure. In those days, these stores had listening booths and one could 
sit comfortably in the booth while some clerk would place the required disk 


on a turntable. Eatons had nice booths and fairly good sound systems and 
| used to frequent their store often. Unfortunately, most of the clerks got to 
recognize me and on most occasions would vanish mysteriously as soon 
as | approached the counter. | would very seldom buy a record. It had to 
really be good. One such disk was Charlie Parker’s version of “Don’t Blame 
Me,” which blew me away the first time | heard it. That side | had to have. 

After awhile Lindsay’s seemed to be the only place where | could 
listen without getting surly looks and snide remarks when | would thank 
the clerks for playing the sides and walk off. There was one girl there that 
never seemed to complain and was always willing to play any side that | 
asked for. She was a tall, willowy brunette with a gorgeous figure and had a 
beautiful smile. She never lost patience and would always come to my 
rescue when the other girls would refuse to play any sides for me. 

Eventually, | garnered some money from playing a gig somewhere 
and | decided to thank the nice girl in Lindsay’s by taking her out for 
supper. | strode in one day and asked her name. She said it was Jeannine. | 
aksed her if she would like to go out with me for supper. She thanked me 
but decided that she would not. | was a bit disappointed but that was that. 
Meanwhile, | had been turfed out of my room on Cote Ste. Catherine road 
for some reason. The landlady’s son and | did not get along at all but that 
was not the reason. | cannot recollect why she suddenly decided to toss 
me out but | quickly found another room atop Prudhomme street near the 
corner of Notre Dame de Grace. The room was tiny but | had kitchen 
priviledges and the old couple didn’t seem to be too intolerant. | quickly 
discovered a record store of sorts on the corner of Sherbrooke and 
Prudhomme. It was called Edwards. So, | went in there one day to see if 
they had any jazz records. The girl that emerged from the back to serve me 
was Jeannine! | could not believe my eyes. When she saw me, we both 
started to laugh hilariously. | noticed right away what a nice laugh she had- 
no hysterical inuendos in it or derision. | thought to myself that | had to 
befriend this creature. Mr. Edwards, the owner, was completely nonplussed 
by our behavior but Jeannine quickly explained the joke. | again asked 
Jeannine for a date and this time she acquiesced but wanted me to go to 
her place for supper. “Where was this,” | asked. 

“| just live down the street,” said she, indicating that she lived on the 
corner of Prudhomme and Western. What a coincidence! She lived within 
walking distance to my new abode. We made a date and | prepared myself 
to meet her parents. Jeannine was French-Canadian, spoke with a slight FC 
accent but spoke Enlglish very well. | found out later that she had attended 
a school run by nuns and had learned English there. She and her family 
had originally lived in Jonquiere, QC, where she was born. Her father 
worked in the paper mills there and now worked for Ayerst McKenna 
making penicillin. 

| arrived at her apartment. It was a second floor walkup with one 
bathroom, three bedrooms, kitchen and small parlor with a small upright 
piano. Jeannine had two sisters, Cecille and Yvette, both younger. Cecille 


was the youngest. Jeannine also had two brothers, Marcel and Bernard. 
Marcel was studying engineering at McGill and was quite friendly. Bernard 
was working at an oil company and was very unfriendly. All of the family 
spoke English fluently with a slight FC accent except for the two boys, who 
might be mistaken for ECs or American. 

After the usual introductory bullshit, Jeannine and | repaired to the 
small parlor to await supper. The supper turned out to be a delicious pot 
roast, mashed potatoes and a veggie such as turnip. The meal was 
sumptuous and Jeannine’s mother was an excellent cook. I, of course, 
wolfed down the fare with the utmost delight, polishing off every last 
morsel on my plate. Jeannine’s mother asked me if | would like seconds. | 
jumped at the chance. | was ravenous, partly from having to eat my own 
cooking and partly because | had not eaten too well in the past couple of 
days. My plate was filled with another round of food. | quickly polished that 
off and was still hungry! But | was cool. | awaited further instructions. 
Jeannine was giving me some peculiar glances. Then her mother inquired, 
“Are you still hungry? Would you like more?” 

“Yes,” | answered and | gobbled up a third helping. Jeannine’s 
mother laughed and told me | had a good appetite. She seemed to be 
pleased that | appreciated her cooking. However, when Jeannine and | 
repaired to the little room with the piano, she was a bit appalled at my 
demeanor. Jeannine had not expected me to be so hungry or bold or 
whatever. However, we seemed to be getting along. | was getting positive 
vibrations from her and | thought maybe | would try kissing her. | did so 
and was not rebuffed. The next thing I knew, her sister, Yvette was sticking 
her head through the drawn curtains and making snide comments about 
my love technique. At first | thought that she was trying to be droll, but she 
was not. She was just being nasty for some reason. Finally, | found it so 
off-putting that | decided to leave. Jeannine saw me down the stairs and | 
managed to kiss her again and she promised to go out with me again. 

Well, to make a long story short, we dated for awhile but | was 
getting nowhere sexually so we broke off for awhile. Then | was turfed out 
of my room on Prudhomme so | moved to another room on Rachel street in 
the east end of Montreal. | had a big room and the landlady had a good, 
upright piano. The landlady had a young daughter around my age who was 
presently being wooed by one of my musician friends. The two ladies were 
away a lot of the time so this gave me a chance to bang on the piano and it 
was here that | copied off Lennie Tristano’ solo on “Yesterdays.” 

| had kept in touch with Jeannine and we decided to see one another 
again. She came over a couple of nights and stayed with me, sneaking out 
the back window of my room, which opened up into an alley. The landlady 
was unaware of our activities or at least | thought so at the time. Jeannine 
was not happy at home. She wanted to move out and be on her own. | 
suggested that we rent an apartment together, but she didn’t want to do 
this unless we were married. We discussed this from time to time and we 
now were “going steady.” We would venture out together in the 20 below 


zero weather, go to a movie or a club and then | would take her back home. 
One night we were perambulating along on some icy street and we both 
slipped simultaneously on the ice and landed on our respected asses. We 
both, fortunately were unhurt but we ended up laughing hilariously at one 
another’s discomfiture and the surpise of it all. | mention this because at 
that moment | realized that we were getting along famously and more 
importantly, we both seemed to have a similar sense of humor-an aspect of 
a woman that is the most important to me. The idea of Jeannine’s moving 
out of her home and going on her own kept coming up but she didn’t want 
to shack up with me as yet. Finally she agreed to try it and we went looking 
for a suitable apartment. We found a nice, furnished one on the corner of 
Victoria and Queen Mary. The chap there was sub-letting for three months. 
It was completely furnished including phone and heating. The renter 
seemed very nice and he even had a piano in the apartment. So, | signed 
the lease. Jeannine was having second thoughts but as we walked along 
Queen Mary, | glanced at her and suddenly realized that | was completely in 
love with this creature. She was beautiful, intelligent, classy and had a 
gentle nature-all qualities that | liked in a woman. | threw my arms about 
her and told her that | loved her. She was a bit taken aback but gave me a 
big smile. 

We moved into the apartment. Her parents were not too thrilled and 
her sister Yvette was fit to be tied. | could never fiture out what her problem 
was. She could not very well be jealous of her sister or me, for that matter, 
since she had plenty of boy firneds and was presently seeing a fellow that 
worked for the Bell Telephone co. | met this guy later and we became very 
friendly. This, of course, annoyed Yevette even more. Her paramour, Steve, 
thought the situation very amusing. Every time Yvettte wourld visit her 
sister, she would commence with some snide remark about me. I, of 
course, would think up some snappy retort and this would sometimes 
make Yevette stomp, leaving Steve behind. Steve would sometimes hang 
around and then apologize and leave. 

| found that Jeannine was very naive about sex and relationships and 
this made me very protective. | wanted her to be happy. She mentioned one 
time that she liked cats so | went to the SPCA and got one. She was 
delighted and named it “Catoo.” We had our first sexual contact in this new 
abode. | wag not too skilful since | was a tyro myself at the game, not 
having had that much experience. Eventually, everything smoothed itself 
out except that Jeannine was worried that she would now not have a 
chance to get married. Recall that these were the fifties. 

| was very happy and we had enough money to buy good food. We 
always ate a hearty breakfast and | never cared much for lunch, but we 
would end up eating gargantuan suppers with rolls, salad, meat, potatoes, 
veggies, pickles, olives, celery and anything else we could think of. 

The aprtment had a balcony which | used for the cat litter. Catoo 
quickly learned how to use the litter. | would get a cardboard box from the 
A and P when buying food and | would fill it with sand which | would 


finesse from the Montreal Tramways box just down the street form where 
we resided. | also used to hitchhike to school daily. This was easy since 
most of the traffic going downtown would shoot up Victoria, go through 
Westmount and end up near Cote-Des-Neige and Sherbrooke. More often 
than not the driver would dump me at the door of the YMCA where most of 
Sir George’s classes were held. These rides saved me a lot of car fare 
money. Meanwhile, Jeannine’s parents were taking a very dim view of her 
present demeanor. Here she was, shacking up with a non-Catholic English 
Canadian. The pressure was on poor Jeannine. | was then in my 3 year of 
university. The three months passed by quickly and we had to look for a 
new place. We found one in NDG on Regent street. The people there had a 
first floor with a bedroom, dining room, kitchen and the kitchen had an 
entrance to a back allery, which was perfetct for Catoo. Catoo quickly 
adopted to shitting and pissing outside. The landlady’s name was Tilley. 
She was from England and was a bit of a neurotic. Her hubby was a 
taciturn fellow and | hardly ever saw him except for one morning around six 
a.m. when I heard our bell ringing! Who the hell could this be at this time in 
the morning? | arose, put a towel around my girth and ventured to the front 
door. It was the landloard! He was trying to fix the bell. | chastised him and 
told him that | would fix it for him. He muttered something and ceased his 
fiddling. 

While there | was fortunate to obtain a piano. | worte about this in my 
chapter on Art. | had it moved and tuned and immediately started to banh 
and hammer on it much to Mrs. Tilley’s annoyance. She did not like jazz 
piano. In fact she did not like piano playing at all. There was some tension 
but it ceased when I came down with a bad case of infectious 
mononucleosis. The pest invaded my body just before final exams. | wrote 
the exams but | was either sweating it out (literally) or so weak that | could 
hardly write. Poor Jeannine had to sleep with me and she used to change 
the sheers almost every day due to the sweat and stink. She looked after 
me fairly well and never complained. | had that damn thing for about a 
month before | started to recover. Then Mrs. Tilley started badgering us 
again for one thing or another. Jeannine was also making noises about 
getting married. | didn’t mind getting married but | didn’t want to have 
anything to do with either the Catholic church or any marriage contract that 
was extant in Quebec at the time. | told her that we could get married in 
New York where the laws were different. Jeannine finally agreed to this so 
we went to Malone, where | had been a student and looked up my old 
landlady to be a witness. Mrs. McClary was delighted and knew an old 
codger friend that could marry us. We had to take a blood test for VD first 
so we Stayed in the local hotel until the 48 hours or whatever had elapsed. 
Then we went to City Hall and the old Justice of the Peace started to cry as 
he read the ceremony. Then Mrs. McClary started to cry. Then Jeannine 
started to cry. What a bizarre scene. All three of these people were 
blubbering at what was supposed to be a happy occasion. It was so weird 
that | had to laugh, but | tried not to show that | was laughing. This 


obviously was supposed to be a solemn occasion-not a happy one for 
whatever reason. The old Justice of the Peace completed the reading and 
Mrs. McClary and he congratulated both of us and | think it cost me $5 or 
$10. Mrs. McClary gave us a silver dish as a wedding present and we 
bussed back to Montreal. 

In the interim Jeannine’s parents had been notified of our intentions 
and had prepared a room for us while we awaited a 3 floor cold water flat 
that he was going to rent us. For our wedding present we would be given 6 
months rent free. Also, her father would furnish some beds. | had to 
purchase a dining room table and a sofa bed, both of which I managed to 
get wholesale through some _ contacts from my _ grandfather. My 
grandmother came through with a lamp and some other stuff. Our new 
apartment was on Malines street and consisted of a main room, which 
served as a dining room and living room. There was a small Pullman 
kitchen and a small bedroom off the livng room and off of that was a small 
bathroom with no shower. | used a hose which | connected to the bathtub 
to take showers. The beds were metal beds with springs and hard 
mattresses. They were single beds and so | tied them together with wire 
and placed the mattresses perpendicular to the long side of the bed so that 
they wouldn’t slide off. Jeannine had a trousseau with a lot of blankets 
which we needed to keep warm since at night, we would turn off the 
Coleman stove. It was my task to light the damn thing each morning with 
toilet paper and a match in order to heat up the place. There was also a gas 
heater for the hot water which we had to also light for dishwashing or 
taking showers or baths. All of this nonsense was a far cry from my 
comfortable home in Cleveland Heights. But | was reasonably happy and 
actually enjoyed myself taking care of the apartment. | did most of the 
cooking, took the laundry to a place, did the dishes after meals and cleaned 
up the place. 

For the most part, Jeannine seemed to be happy but | noticed that 
she would get moody from time to time. My allowance from my mother had 
increased to $40 per week since | was still attending classes, but 
sometimes it got tight financially and Jeannine went to work as an elevator 
girl at Eatons. She then was put on the floor selling gloves or something. 
But every time | would come in to see her, she would be sitting on a 
pedestal above the other clerks reading “Ulysses” or some other books, 
allegedly answering the phone. She had all the other girls eating out of her 
hand and that was her way. She charmed everybody that she met. She just 
had a way with people and everybody liked her right away. She never made 
any snide remarks like her sisters and always was ready to help anybody in 
need. My friends would always ask how come she ever married me. 
Jeannine also had a way of getting people to do whatever she wanted. She 
was like a queen and I| used to tease her and tell her that she probably was 
a queen in a past incarnation. She also had a gentle touch and voice and 
was always polite on the telephone. | was not. When people were rude to 
me | would outrude them if | could. Not so, Jeannine-she would somehow 


charm them out of their socks and before they would know it, they were 
cowtowing to her every whim. It was amazing. 

Anyway, | finished college and now had to earn my own money-a 
totally distasteful thought, but it had to be done. | looked for a day job,, and 
finally found one after an old aquaintance presumed on one of his war 
biddies. | have written about my jobs in my essay, “On The Job.” 

| was under a lot of pressure. | was working 6 days a week and 
attending night courses 4 nights a week. Jeannine had quit her job and was 
home alone most of the time. She spent the time reading. She very seldom 
cleaned up so the place was a real mess when | would get home but | was 
so tired, | didn’t give a damn. However, this did not stop me from having a 
full social life and | had a lot of jam sessions in my small apartment. 

| was sweating it out at the Bell and my only solace besides my new 
wife were courses at Sir George. | got interested in electronics and my 
association with musicians and drugs inspired me to attend lectures in 
Radio and TV courses along with a course in Parmacology. | also was 
taking extra math courses and some psychology courses as well so | had a 
full schedule. 

One day | came back to the apartment and when | walked in | hd a 
funny feeling. | went to the bedroom and one bed was missing! | checked 
our closet and Jeannine’s clothes were gone! What the Hell? | then realized 
that she had left me and taken all her chattels without so much as a by your 
leave. What had I done? | phoned my friend, George right away to see if he 
had any idea. He hinted that my bad manners such as farting and burping 
might have contributed to her absconding. | sat down to think. What was | 
to do? | phoned her sister but she was very vague. Then one friend advised 
me to do nothing and think carefully to see if | was better off without her. | 
was pissed because of all the times my wife took to take a powder, this was 
the worst. | tried for a day or two to get ahold of Jeannine but it was no use 
so | simply stopped. Unfortunately, some of the people at work noticed that 
| was a bit depressed and so | had to tell one or two of them my tale of woe. 
Anyway, | finally got used to the idea of being alone again and | pressed on. 
Then one day at work | got a call from Jeannine. | asked her to meet me 
somewhere so that at least we could talk this thing over and | could find 
out why she left. She didn’t want to meet me. | asked her why she called? 
Finally, | told her that if she didn’t want to at least meet me to tell me what 
was wrong, there was no point in talking and | hung up. | could not figure it 
out. | was not physically abusive and | didn’t think | had been mentally 
abusive either, but who knows? Maybe her idea of being abusive was 
different than mine. Anyway, | received another call. Jeannine agreed to 
meet for ten minutes or so. So, we met and | told her that | loved her and so 
on and she finally seemed to feel sorry for me or something and agreed to 
move back. | had ambiguous feelings about this actually. On the one hand, 
| surely wanted her back, but on the other hand, | didn’t want to go through 
this again. | thought that | didn’t really deserve it. | also began to think back 
on all that had transpired since we had been together. Jeannine decided 


one day that she wanted to paint so | bought her an easel and some 
painting materials. Then she informed me from time to time that she 
thought we were mismatched or that maybe marriage is not what she 
wanted. If this were today, she would have been gone ten minutes after her 
first utterance in that context. | was young and stupid and probably quite a 
churl, but | did the best | could. 

We continued to live on Malines street until | obtained a job in the 
USA. In those days. The USA was still attractive to me, having grown up in 
Cleveland and all and | wanted to go back there to work and possibly settle 
there permenantly. One can read my essay “On The Job” to glean some of 
the adventures that befell me. All the while my wife begrudgingly stayed 
with me and adapted quite well to the different environments even though | 
could see that she was not that thrilled with the USA. However, she 
supported me and was great comfort to me during various crises that 
would accrue. 

| must relate a few incidents that occurred after our marriage. As | 
pointed out before we moved from Mrs. Tilley’s to the in-law’s but there 
was conflict. Cecille had married at 16 to a man that her parents hated. 
Yvette was still involved with Steve but managed to contract TB 
somewhere along the line and she was sent up north to the Laurentiens to 
get cured. While there, Yvette started bawling another TB patient and her 
liason with Steve came to an end. My sojourn at Bell was becoming 
increasingly annoying and | determined to look for another job. After my 
brief separation with Jeannine was over | continued working at the Bell 
until | finished my might courses. In the interim | had planned to move out 
west and obtain some references to assist me in perhaps getting a job with 
the telephone company in Vancouver. | had _ relatives there, including a 
male cousin around my age who would always prod me when | phoned him 
to go to Vancouver. He had connections and at that time worked as an 
accountant in the Bank of Montreal. Jeannine was not too thrilled with the 
idea but she did not refuse to join me once | had obtained living quarters. | 
quit the Bell and bought a CNR train ticket. The trip took three days and 
there were a couple of girls my age on the train and we all became 
aquainted. One of the girls was quite fetching but at that time, | was not 
really looking for any action. Had | seduced her, my life might have taken a 
much different direction. Anyway, as soon as | arrived, there was a 
tremendous downpour and | could not move from the hotel room | had 
rented. The pour lasted for a couple of days and then the weekend was 
coming up. | tired in vain to reach my cousin and people at the phone 
company but | could see that | was in for a hard time. My money was 
running out. | only had enough left for a return ticket. | decided to throw in 
the towel and try again when | had more funds. 

Meanwhile, back in Montreal, my wife had moved into a rooming 
house and her father and she were cleaning up our apartment. | phoned my 
wife to tell her that | was returning but she seemed to be disappointed! She 
alleged that it would upset their plans for cleaning. | asked how long 


should it take to clean up that small flat? When | finally arrived back in 
Montreal, there was no one to meet me at the train station and | had to run 
around trying to find my wife, where she stayed and what | was supposed 
to do next. | was puzzled at the time. Did Jeannine think that | was leaving 
her permenantly? Maybe she was hoping that | would. | had no such 
thought and then when | began to think about it, it started to piss me off. In 
any case, | found her behavior bizarre and she seemed somewhat aloof at 
first when | returned. | believe that | had to stay at Cecille’s place for a 
couple of days until all the work was finished. When | finally moved back in, 
| really didn’t notice that there was that much work done, except for some 
painting. | was beginning to think that maybe | should have moved on after 
Jeannine left me. She moved back all her stuff and we continued our life 
together and we were once more ensconced in our cold water flat, | again 
turned over most of my paycheck to my wife and she would allot me money 
for bus fare and she started to take over the chore of replenishing the 
larder. She also volunteered to fix me a lunch (usually sandwiches of some 
kind) include a thermos of milk or juice. This worked for awhile until one 
day | found myself without a bus ticket or any money to pay for one. 
Fortunately, a fellow worker took the same bus as I and would come to the 
rescue. This occurred so frequently that my friend would carry some extra 
money or a ticket for me incase of difficulty. When | opened my lunch pail, 
from time to time | would find there was nothing between the two slices of 
bread that was supposed to be my sandwich! Other times | would open the 
thermos only to find nothing but hot air. Of course this would infuriate me 
at the time but no amount of scolding or cajoling seemd to have any effect. 
Jeannine just forgot and was always sorry and mortified that the event had 
occurred. Then at times | would come back to the apartment and she would 
still have her robe on that she would don when arising in the morning. We 
both slept nude. Sometimes | would come home and find Jeannine stark 
naked. This always pleased me because more often than not | could hardly 
resist grabbing her and heading for the bedroom. Our love making was 
always a joy for me but it took Jeannine a long time to completely relax 
with me when we were fucking. She never refused my advances even after 
an altercation or some argument unlike most women that make men sleep 
on the couch or refuse him from fucking them. Jeannine was gentle. When 
she touched you, she had a way of using this sense so that one never got 
offended. Most women do not display this quality. Jeannine also did not try 
to avenge past misunderstandings or things that might have been said in 
anger. That does not mean that she forgot about them completely, but she 
never nagged-a quality in women that | abhor. 

Jeannine had been brought up by nuns and had been subjected to 
the usual rigors of an institutional upbringing. Lennie Tristano once told 
me that you either came away from this experience either with a great 
sense of organizational ability or you came away with no capacity or wish 
to have anything organized. There was no in-between. Well, he was right on 
with that observation. My wife unfortunately fell in the latter category and 


resented any hint of anything being orderly or put in order. My friend 
Bruce, about whom | have written, also had become this way after five 
years in the Canadian army. It was a constant struggle to keep things 
shipshape around our abode wherever that might be. 

When we moved to Baltimore, we bought a small house and having 
no car, Jeannine had to hike up to the grocery with a cart and bring back 
the food. | don’t remember her complaining about this once. She was better 
with the money though. | can’t remember being without funds at work 
where I used to buy a small lunch or simply have a huge milkshake. 
However, one time after | had given her my week’s salary, she wanted to 
see some movie so we went to the movie and the next morning when | 
asked for some money, Jeannine could not find any! It seems she had lost 
my whole week’s salary in the movie theatre. | was so pissed | couldn’t 
speak. Finally after | got through my rant, | made her go to work to pay me 
back. She did and obtained a job selling dresses at some department store. 
She lasted there just long enough to pay me back and then they let her go 
because she was always late. | had noticed this propensity also when | was 
attending classes at Sir George. On occasion she would promise to meet 
me at such and such a time and never show up at all or come late. When 
she had other appointments she would take so long to dress and do her 
make-up that she would invariably arrive late. Bruce was the same way. 
This idiosyncrasy seems to go hand in hand with people that are very 
generous or charitable. They will do almost anything for you but hardly 
ever make it on time. It’s weird. 

Jeannine was at her best whenever | was stricken with some pest. 
She would tend to me and nurse me through whatever my illness was and 
never bitch about it. If she had to apply any ointments or anything, she 
would always do it with gentleness-never getting impatient and slapping on 
the ointment or whatever with rancor like a lot of women do. 

Jeannine loved gardening and had a green thumb. Sometimes | 
would catch her kissing the plants. She wanted a plot in the back yard to 
grow her flowers. She especially loved tulips so Mervin and | spent a few 
days digging out a bunch of rocks and debris left there by the construction 
people that built our house. Their idea of a patio in our back yard was to 
push all the rocks and debris up in a pile, throw some dirt over this and 
plant grass seed. Then top it all of by putting down big tiles. It took me 
years to get rid of that crap and | eventually put in a cement porch as the 
wooden one | had built rotted away and almost killed my wife when she fell 
through it. 

Our stay in Baltimore was quite pleasant. We had a nice little house, 
a big back yard with a bar-b-q, a tiny brook running across our yard and 
our property extended up to a dead end street and a woods where we could 
go for walks. We had a nice social life, met a few aquatances and | 
managed to play piano in the jazz scene there. Paul Bley happened to be 
active in the jazz scene as well and found me a gig in the Hotel Baltimore | 
have written about my job there in my book “Noting The Scene.” Jeannine 


seemed to be reasonably happy. She attended a photography course for 
awhile. The down side was my job. It was kind of boring but paid well 
enough so that we lived fairly comfortably. Then | obtained what | thought 
was a better job, but that was even more boring. Then my mother died. | 
was given some time away from the job but when | returned, | determined 
to find something else-preferably in Florida since | had now contracted 
some pest that was fucking up my sinuses and gave me bouts of dyspnea 
mostly in the middle of the night. | figured that a warmer climate might have 
a salubrious effect on my health. So we subsequently moved to Florida 
after | was fortunate enough to obtain another engineering gig. 

The new job was in Melbourne and at first, | seemed to be doing OK. 
We could not find a decent place to live at first so we stayed in a motel for 
awhile. Then we found a nice apartment in nearby Eau Gallie. We finally 
found a four bedroom house that was being built in Melbourne and we 
decided to buy it. The house had a 200’ yard that had orange, grapegruit 
and avocado trees on it. | put down $1000 and managed to get a 
government mortgage. However, for some reason, Jeannine decided that 
she did not want the house and was adamant that | not buy it. | liked the 
house and figured that even if | lost the job, | would have no trouble renting 
it and paying for it at the most in 10 years. My wife didn’t want to hear it so | 
backed out. To make a long story short, | was lucky to get most of my down 
payment back due to a very clever boss, who found a loop hole in the 
original contract. 

Then an unexpected event occurred. My boss, whom | liked, decided 
to go into businesss for himself and took with him all the people that | had 
liked. A new boss came in and employees started disappearing daily. 
Finally my turn came and | was looking for another job. | canvassed the 
Cape (Canaveral) but | found nothing so we spent the summer swimming 
and beachcoming. Jeannine obtained a wonderful tan and put on just 
enough wait to make her look like a Playboy model. We had a grand 
summer. | gained a few pounds, but it was all muscle from the swimming. | 
could not keep my hands off my wife because she looked so good. 

Jeannine did not take to Florida at all. She was plagued by fleas 
which seemed to love her and she found the heat oppressing and the cold 
months a drag. While | was there, | received a stipend from my mother’s 
estate and | decided to go back to college to continue in math. At the time | 
had two choices: the University of Miami in Coral Gables or the University 
of Florida in Gainesville. We lived in Eau Gallie, a small town in Florida. We 
had had enough of small towns so after conferring with my wife, we chose 
Miami. That was the worst mistake of my life. To this day | regret not having 
changed my mind and gone to the U of F. | should have twigged to my 
future difficulty at the U of M when | was being interviewed and the 
interviewer cocked his ey as soon as | told him that | preferred applied 
math. You see, they were only interested in “Pure Math.” Alas, we had 
already rented an apartment and were pretty well settled in Coral Gables. | 
found the courses at the U of M quite hard and not really to my liking. The 


people there were an offshoot of the math department at the University of 
Chicago. Of course,, | knew nothing of this since | did not do any research 
before | entered the grad school. 

While there, | met a Columbian fellow that transferred to the U of F 
after the first semester. He was an engineer and did not want to know about 
the pure stuff. Like me, he wanted to see numbers and results. When he 
came back on vacation we got together and he showed me all of the stuff 
that he was learning. It was what | wanted to learn as well. He showed me a 
lot of tricks to use in a couple of the courses that | was taking and that got 
me through a lot of the gobblygook with which | was dealing. | thought of 
transferring but | had already completed two semesters and another move 
at this juncture was not in the cards. Also, my wife was pregnant and was 
not doing too well with the pregnancy because of her kidneys. She had 
nephritis when she was a child. In 1953 she was hospitalized for excessive 
bleeding. One day after arising to put the delivered milk away, she 
collapsed atop me in bed. | awoke and looked at her. Her lips were as white 
as her complexion! | panicked and phoned the doctor. She was taken to the 
hospital, given a curitage and 4 pints of blood. | had to cajole 8 people to 
replace the blood. | eventually succeeded in vamperizing both friends and 
fellow classmates. It was only later that | found the real reason for all of the 
bleeding. She kept aborting fetuses due to her poor kidneys. In fact the 
doctors forund that one kidney was practically non-functional and wanted 
to remove it. | nixed this idea since | figured that if there was any function 
at all, it might prove useful in an emergency. Fortuantely in those days the 
husband had the deciding rights so the kidney stayed in. Whether this 
made any difference in the length of time it took for her to finally succumb 
to the ravagaes of the nephritis is moot at best but | thought that once 
something is gone, there is zero chance for it to be of any benefit. 

| somehow managed to stuggle through my courses and ultimately 
obtained an MSc in math. However, | figured that my new knowledge would 
only be good for teaching. Jeannine dropped the baby in May of 1959 just 
before exams and | had to get my fellow students to replace the blood that 
was used. Fortuanately, we received a healthy boy and my wife recuperated 
for awhile, but it took a lot out of her. Her sister, Yvette, flew down to assist 
her during the post partem period. Yvette was as unfriendly as ever. | could 
hardly converse with her, but she took care of business and that was what 
mattered. She stayed two weeks and then returned to Montreal. | looked 
around for a job but could not find one. It was summer and we decided to 
go north for the summer. Jeannine wanted to see her people and of course 
they wanted to see their grandson. 

| sold all my stuff that | could not cram into our station wagon. | put 
my son in a car seat that hooked to the back of the front seat. We packed 
everything around him so that it would not come down on him if we got into 
an accident. My wife was an excellent driver so | was not too afraid of 
accidents. It was now the summer of 1959. 


My wife’s folks were thrilled with my son. My father-in-law had 
prepared another apartment for us on Western avenue near Decarie. The 
previous summer when we had come to Montreal, we had sublet a small 
apartment from a math professor on Dirval street. Fortunately for me, there 
was a big basement where | set up my piano and sound system. The 
summer of 1958 was a real vacation and | continued being active in the 
Montreal jazz scene. We had to return to Florida so that | could finish the 
courses for my degree. Here we were, back again in Montreal. Since | was 
now jobless and collegeless, | began to think what | was going to do. 
Jeannine seemed to be quite happy and had now adjusted to motherhood, 
which she had not done after Yvette had departed. Indeed, | took over most 
of the feeding and changing of diapers but | was ultimately phased out 
completely as soon as we returned. Jeannine’s natural gentle nature and 
kindness made her an excellent mother but she tended to spoil my son. 

| managed to obtain another engineering job but | kept thinking about 
going back to the USA. At that time, | enjoyed living there and finally | 
applied for a job in New Jersey much to Jeannine’s disdain. However, 
being the dutiful wife we went there finding an apartment in New York city 
and | commuted to New Jersey daily. I have written about my experiences 
at this job in my essay “On The Job.” | managed to see and hear a lot of 
good jazz while in New York. Anyway, after unsuccessful attempts at 
finding work and with my money running out, we returned to the Western 
apartment and it was then that | decided to forget about working any more 
in the USA. My wife was much happier here and | determined to remain in 
Canada unless something really outstanding came along. We also decided 
to buy another house. | told Jeannine to look for something that she liked 
and | would somehow come up with the money. She and Yvette looked for 
2 years and found the house in Roxboro. 

| managed to come up with the money for a down payment after 
having to practically blackmailing my brother into releasing some of the 
Estate funds. We moved into a newly built house. The house was a 
disaster. The basement flooded regularly due to a sloping driveway and 
poor construction. Both Jeannine and | were laid up for a month with 
Typhoid, although the authorities would never admit that it was. My son 
had been vaccinated in New York so he didn’t get it. He was good, looking 
after us as best he could. Jeannine’s health was getting worse and | was 
warned by a doctor friend that it was extremely serious since her kidneys 
were slowly crapping out. But she seemed to be quite chipper some days 
and did not display all of the dire symptoms that the doctors had warned 
me about. Life was pretty good. | had a good teaching job, Jeannine 
seemed to be happy puttering about in her garden (even while my neighbor 
was leering at her through his binoculars) and she had developed into a 
first class cook. | must admit that | had something to do with this. | think 
that | mentioned before that | had done all of the cooking when we first got 
married. Jeannine developed such a distaste for my culinary skills that she 
swore that she would learn how to cook since she alleged that most 


anybody could cook better than that. She was most likely right, but the 
point being that she became an excellent cook and to this day | can still 
taste her roast beefs, home made French fries, macaroons and bowls of 
scallops. | guess when | think back on it, the years from 1961 to 1966 were 
mostly glorious ones, but there was one glich that ultimately changed my 
attitude towards my marriage and marriage in general. In 1964 Cecille, who 
was now living in Californa and who had married a Texan rocket designer, 
had contracted breast cancer. Cecille had huge tits and was attracted to 
men. The Texan subsequently dumped her as soon as he found out that 
Cecille had to have a radical mastectomy, or to put it in the vernacular, she 
was to have both tits removed! The Texan left her and there was no one to 
help her after her operation so she phoned Jeannine to help her 
recuperate. Jeannine flew out to L.A. and because | was working full time at 
the girl’s school, we placed my son with Jeannine’s mother. My son did not 
like his grandmother that much, but he had no choice. This gave me a bit of 
freedom and relief from having to put up with his nonsense. | asked 
Jeannine how long she was going to stay. | got some vague response, but 
she alleged that she should be back in a few weeks. | told her to write or 
phone to let me know what was happening. 

A couple of weeks went by and | heard nothing from Jeannine. She 
did not phone and | received one letter from her which really told me 
nothing except that she and her sister were enjoying themselves. | then 
phoned to see how Cecille was doing. It seemed that the girls had met 
some fellows that were wining and dining them. Now | really began to 
reflect on my marriage. | had been chaste the whole time | had been with 
Jeannine. Believe me, | had plenty of chances for hanky-panky when 
playing music jobs. Aside form all the hookers, who always seemed to love 
musicians, there were female fans all over the place. | was as horny as 
anybody my age but I kept my member in my pants, only extracting it when 
the occasion arose with my wife. 

One day a friend of mine visited me with a girl that lived in his 
apartment building. | had seen her hanging about the Emanon Jazz Society. 
She was extremely fetching and she kept coming on to me. She invited me 
for supper and | accepted the invitation. | ended up in the sack with her and 
the experience was enlightening. There was no negative behavior like 
making you feel that she was doing you a favor or not responding 
adequately to your attempts at pleasing. | tried to continue my contact with 
the girl, but she had decided to return to her hubby, whom she had left 
temporarily. Of course, | was unaware her status at the time. 

Six weeks went by and my wife was still in L.A. and by the looks of 
things, she had no intention of coming home to Roxboro. | was so busy 
that | didn’t care too much but Jeannine’s mother was beginning to get 
tired of taking care of my son. Finally after another couple of weeks, I told 
my wife to get her ass back here forthwith. | had not heard anthing from her 
except that one letter and a phone call. | was lucky to have Cecille’s 
number. Anyway, my wife decided to come home and she brought a bunch 


of goodies that she had bought in California. She gave me a Charlie 
Chaplin puppet which | kept for years until | moved out of Roxboro. 

Despite Cecille’s handicap, she was lucky enough to meet this 
retired fellow that fell in love with her. He had been a wheel at a big food 
company and was quite well off. Cecille still was attractive despite the fact 
that she was titless. Later, she and her hubby visited us in Roxboro and 
she told me all about the Texan and how mean he had turned out. Cecille 
told me that she would not let him see her naked without tits. | laughed and 
she asked, “Would you like to see what | look like now?” My wife was 
present but | answered, “I would have rather seen you with tits.” This made 
both girls laugh and the next thing | knew Cecille was bearing her upper 
torso. There was nothing there-no nipples, no sign of any flesh except that 
which covered her bones. It really looked odd. | remarked that the real 
pleasure was below anyhow and the girls laughed again. | found that 
Cecille had really become wise in her old age and | was very impressed 
with how she had handled everything. But her love was to end since her 
new amour had been a heavy smoker and he got cnacer. It was very bad, 
but Cecille stuck with him until he died and she nursed him better than any 
hospital from what | could gather. She told me all about it and she was 
quite proud of herself for hanging in there. So was | because | knew how 
hard it is to have someone you love sick or dying. 

Subsequent to Jeannine’s return from L.A. | remember that we were 
both happy, my son was ornery but easy enough to handle most of the 
time. Also, we were almost blessed with another child, this time a girl, but 
she was aborted, probably due to a visiting friend with measles or maybe 
just due to Nature’s way of getting rid of an inferior child. Who knows? Of 
course when my doctor friend learned of this, he again made dire 
predictions about Jeannine’s future. But again, she didn’t seem to display 
any of the symptoms except for her constant sleeping. She had always 
been a big sleeper so | was not too concerned although | kept my eyes 
open. 

However, | got the urge again to go to the USA. This time | wanted to 
get a job teaching somewhere. One of my ex-students had a relative that 
could most likely fix me up with a job in California. This sounded ideal and 
so | had some big boxes built, made out of marine plywood which would 
contain our chattels and which we could ship to California as soon as we 
got settled. It was now June 1966 and | had given my notice at the girl’s 
school. We were to leave in a few days but alas, Jeannine had kidney 
failure and had to be rushed by ambulance to the hospital and be put on 
haemodialysis. It was only due to some young doctor’s vigil through the 
night that my wife survived. Everybody else had given her up for dead. | 
remember vividly to this day how all her family were convinved that she 
was a goner and were sadly shaking their heads and planning for the 
funeral! | couldn’t believe this! Plus, | was not convinced at all that she was 
going to die. | kept telling them that she was not dead yet and to get rid of 
their negative attitude. Well, after the crisis was over, they almost seemed 


disappointed that she was still alive. Now | must divert here and reveal that 
although I was tolerated by Jeannine’s family, they never really considered 
us married since | was not catholic. 

In my family, my mother got a double whammy since not only was 
Jeannine catholic, she was French. Mom couldn’t decide which was worse 
but | have to hand it to my mother that because of her love for me, she 
accepted the facts and even got to like Jeannine. Of course, everybody 
liked Jeannine because of her winning personality. | don’t think that | ever 
met or heard of anybody that didn’t like her. She even managed to charm 
the racist friends my mother had in Cleveland when we were there. The 
combination of her beauty and her winning smile and behavior always 
managed to bowl people over. When she would dress up, she would really 
look classy and of course, no one could fathom why she was married to 
me. That fact alone, made my day when | was with prejudiced people. 
Jeannine had a certain sparkle in her eyes, which she never quite lost, even 
in the last throes of her illness and | remember several of my musician 
friends mentioning this to me. 

Then the nightmare began. Jeannine had to have dialysis treatments 
three times a week. This was no problem at first. | had saved up about 
$5000 for our impending trip to California. This would cover the cost of the 
dialysis at $200 a crack until | got a new job. However, between the trips 
back and forth to the hospital and tending to my son, it left me little time for 
canvassing engineering establishments or schools. Then there were the 
doctors who kept jerking me around. | would go down to the hospital to see 
how my wife was doing and most of the time | spent trying to find where 
they had put her that day or they would take that time to do some tests 
after telling me that it was OK for me to come at such and such a time. The 
next thing | knew they were installing a shunt. | was told to speak to Dr. So 
and So and | paged him. He came storming out of the ER gesticulating 
wildly. asking me what | wanted. | looked at him and asked, “Are you 
through now?” This made him calm down a bit. | explained that | had been 
told by some other doctor to talk to him. | must add that this fellow was 
Arabic and seemed to go off at a moment’s notice. Later this same doctor 
went into a tirade in front of a doctor friend that | had asked to check out 
something in my wife’s file. | don’t want to belabor my gripes here but 
siffice it to say that my experience with the particular doctors that were 
treating my wife were not too cooperative. And added to these frustrations 
was the fact that my money was running out. | was now getting a pile of 
dialysis bills that | could not pay and it looked like | would have to sell or 
mortgage my house. | eventually complained to the head doctor and he told 
me to give him the bills, which | did. The next thing | knew the Kidney 
Foundation was looking after the charges. Then the Quebec Hospitalization 
Plan kicked in so | was able to keep my house. 

Eventually the shunt was replaced by a fistula, which made the 
dialysis a lot easier. The next step was to somehow get a transplant for my 
wife. It was now 1967 and in the summer of this year, there was a riot on St. 


Jean Baptiste day and a police officer was killed and his blood type was a 
close match to Jeannine’s so the next thing | knew she was getting a 
transplant. Previously, the doctors had advised her that she might get a 
new kidney soon. Jeannine was always observant and she had most of the 
doctors pegged as to who was competent and who was not. Her original 
doctor that we consulted way back in 1953-Dr. Oliver, she had complete 
trust in. There was another doctor that shall reamain nameless that she 
requested never to touch her. The head man assured her that she would 
have Dr. McLean and Dr. Oliber do the transplant if a kidney became 
available. Well, you guessed it. The day they were ready to do the 
operation, Dr. McLean had busted his leg the day before and was not 
available. Who would do it instead? You guessed it again, the very doctor 
that Jeannine hated. And of cours, he fucked up big time. The original 
operation was a fiasco. The kidney got damaged somehow and they lost 
the ureter so that Jeannine ended up with a piss bag. When | heard about 
this, | flipped and went to see Dr. Oliver and asked him to inercede and fix 
everything. He started to give me some horseshit about the medical ethics 
of interfering and so on. | told him that this was my wife we were talking 
about. Finally he interceded and of course managed to fix everything after 
two more operations and a bunch of tubes and plumbing that looked like a 
Rube Goldberg cartoon. Jeannine came through all of this by some miracle 
but she had this tube sticking out her belly and it was a constant source of 
annoyance and infection. 

The head doctor was concerned that | was going to sue. What good 
was that going to do me or Jeannine? It would only alienate the doctors 
more than they were already alienated. | told them | was more interested in 
them fixing my wife and tending to her. This seemed to quell their fears but 
| still had a hard time communicating with them. | had a hell of a time 
finding out what was going on. Everytime | went to the hospital | could 
never find the big boss or sometimes even one of the little bosses to get 
info from them. So one day when | came in, they told me that the head guy 
was giving a lecture. | found out which room and | entered and sat down in 
the back waiting for him to finish. | tried to contact this individual for days. 
Finally he finished his diatribe and | approached him about my wife. | forget 
exactly what the problem was. Anyway, he started by ranting about his 
status as a doctor and the usual bullshit that comes out of their mouth 
when somebody threatens their arrogance. | waited for him to finish and 
then made my point whatever it was. There were some other doctors 
milling about and of course, his little tirade didn’t go over too well with 
them either so the big boss finally calmed down and told me what | wanted 
to know and furthermore would do whatever had to be done. 

Finally my wife came home. She had become quite rotund because 
of the transplant being in front instead of the usual place in her body. She 
had rosy cheeks and aside from the piss bag, she seemed to be adapting 
well to the kidney transplant. Our lovemaking required certain gymnastics 
on my part but we managed somehow. My son found her more jolly and 


remarked on this. She did laugh a lot more-like she used to when we first 
met. | managed to get a teaching job in the fall of 1967. However, because 
of the transplant fuckup, Jeannine did not really rally around until 1968. 
During the school year fo 1967-1968 | was home only on some weekends. | 
had my son with me attending the school at which | taught. That was quite 
a year! 

All of this stress was getting to me. | didn’t want to compound the 
issue by my getting sick so | decided to start swimming. This would give 
me exercise and simultaneously let me relax a bit. | began this exercise in 
1968 and continued until this present. Jeannine seemed to be doing well 
and our life settled down into a somewhat normal mode. Jeannine would 
patiently listen to my teaching gripes but never really believed my stories 
until one day when | brought a fellow teacher home and he alleged the 
same complaints that | would espouse. My wife then realized that most of 
what | said was true. My son was now approaching the puberty stage and 
was getting to be a handfull. But nothing too serious occurred until 1972. 

| had just completed another year at a French CEGEP. It proved to be 
the last year at that establishment due to the fact that the English section 
was completely phased out. | submitted my c.v. all over the place and 
finally was interviewed at two places. One was a part time position at a 
Jewish seminary. The other was a full time position at a new CEGEP being 
built on the Bishop’s campus. The latter job meant travelling to Lennoxville 
and back weekly-a distance of about 100 miles. The pay was considerably 
more than the seminary job so | opted for this one. This proved to be a big 
mistake. Had | taken the seminary job, although | would have received less 
salary, the travelling expenses were a lot less and so would have been the 
stress. The actual loss of revenues would not have been that different. 
Also, my time spent away from home seemed to engender a dichotomy in 
the family dynamic. | began to feel a lot of tension when | would arrive at 
home for the weekends. | also noticed that my wife had very little influence 
on my son’s behavior. He never seemed to help around the house, was 
quite disrespectful to both of us and had acquired some friends forming a 
rock group. | began to feel a bit like a stranger in my own home. My wife 
ignored any of my pleas about correcting my son’s behavior. Most of the 
time | was so tired from the teaching and driving that | didn’t have much 
strength left to smooth out things at home. Also, | was saddled with 
teching a course in Humanities and | brought back a lot of homework to 
correct on the weekends. But, at least my wife was out of the hospital and 
able to function fairly normally; not like my teaching in Lachute in 1967- 
1968 where | had my hands full looking after my son during the week while 
commuting to Roxboro on the weekends so that we could all be together 
during the weekends. My wife would be released from the hospital or 
recuperation center. 

The first year at Champlain (the CEGEP on the Bishop’s campus) 
was very stressful. | made the mistake of renting an apartment near the 
college, which was costly. | also used to travel back to this apartment on 


Sunday nights and that way be ready for Monday’s classes. When the 
school year ended | tried in vain to find another teaching position and so 
went back to Champlain teaching to the fall of 1972. 

One night after eating some smoked meat | noticed | had some 
trouble in my right eye. | put it down to a cold since the same symptoms 
sometimes would appear. It turned out to be a retinal detachment and | 
ended up in the hospital. After the operation | took some time to recuperate 
and then it was back to work. My wife and son were quite concerned but | 
found some of their reactions strange. The operation was successful for a 
while but eventually | lost sight in the eye. This experience was very 
depressing and when | went back to work | began to reflect on my career 
and my life in particular. Here | was, 43 years of age getting nowhere fast. 
My sex life was practically nil and | wasn’t too thrilled with my job and 
especially the travelling, although | had found a shortcut through the 
Bourassa farm roads that saved me 20 minutes of travelling. | also changed 
my return trip to Monday mornings. On top of all of this, my home life was 
at best, dismal and the so-called family unit now seemed to be in two 
separate sections-me in one, my wife and son in the other. The house was 
always a mess. My wife was never a great housekeeper but my son never 
lifted a finger to assist her in any way. 

Then one day when | was at the college in the math lab, one of the 
younger English teachers accosted me and asked where | was eating. | 
replied that | was eating at the Dewhurst Dining Room (a notoriously 
hideous cafeteria housed on the Bishop’s campus). The girl’s name was 
Mary and | noticed her hanging around the math lab playing various math 
games with the other math teachers. Most of the time, she would whip 
them, much to their chagrin. 

When Mary heard where | ate, she flipped and asked me to come to 
eat at her place. She averred that she was a good cook. | was always a 
sucker for a free meal so | acquiesced. Mary turned out to be an excellent 
cook and after we ate she accompanied me over to the Bishop’s theatre 
where I used to practive on their Steinway piano. She seemed to like my 
playing and later | learned that she also played the piano and wanted to 
become a concert pianist. After | finished playing we repaired back to her 
place and she invited me up for coffee. | ended up staying the night. The 
next day | went back home to Roxboro as usual and when | returned on 
Monday, | saw nothing of Mary so | figured that our tryst was a one shot 
deal. But at the end of the day, she suddenly appeared and said that she 
had been looking for me. And so we began a friendship. | have written at 
length about this in my chapter on “Mary.” 

During the week | ended up graduating from my room at the local 
motel to living at Mary’s along with her girlfriend, Suzette. Needless to say 
my wife was unaware of my new room mates. | found this new arrangement 
released a lot of the tension at home and made me feel a lot more relaxed. 
My wife noticied my new demeanor and started to query me about it. | 
managed to avoid any serious questioning until she found some pantyhose 


amonst the wash that | used to bring home. | had to do some fancy 
footwork to explain that one. Eventually, the truth came out and my life 
then became even more complicated. On the one hand | still loved my wife 
dearly, but on the other hand, | also loved Mary as well. Mary was twenty 
years my junior and a great sex partner as well as a companion who was 
full of fun. Mary rented a shack for the summer and she wanted me to stay 
with her during the summer hiatus from teaching. My wife was naturally 
upset and told me to go ahead so | did but after living with Mary | found 
that she had a lot of issues and was clearly unstable. | was trying to figure 
out a way out of the situation but Mary rented an apartment in Lennoxville 
close to the CEGEP and talked me into moving in with her there. | decided 
to move in temporarily until | could figure a way out of this. However, bad 
luck intervened. In September of 1973 just after classes commenced | had 
another retinal detachment in my good eye! | was whisked off to the 
hospital and operated on. This time the retina was reattached but | had to 
lay on my back for 22 days. | don’t recommend this experience to anybody. 
| had nightmarish visions comparable to Goya paintings. | will belabor the 
ensuing events in my chapter on Mary. But | have to mention how kind and 
attentive my wife was. She would come to see me and help feed me every 
day that she was able. | could hear her shuffling down the hall as she 
approached. Her transplanted kidney was beginning to crap out. At this 
time her father had grown some beefsteak tomatoes in his garden and he 
would give them to Jeannine, who would bring them to the hospital and 
would pop a section of a tomato in my mouth with every bite of the vile 
hospital food that | was forced to eat. Aside from my feeling terrible from 
my physical affliction, | felt bad as well for my poor, suffering wife. | didn’t 
know whether I was going to make it and if | did | didn’t know whether | 
would end up stone blind or not. | did know that | wanted to go back home 
but there was no way because | realized that if | did, Jeannine would not be 
physically able to look after me. | knew that she would probably kill herself 
trying to. My son was next to useless. He was already becoming a burden 
to his mother and | knew that my presence there when recuperating would 
certainly be too much for my wife. 

Eventually in 1977 | did manage to make it back home. The reader 
can check out what happened from 1974 to 1977 in the Mary chapter. My 
wife had lost the transplanted kidney and was now back on dialysis. She 
had adamantly refused a second transplant because of her horrendous 
recuperation from the original one. The disalysis machines had improved 
so she opted to continue the process until she died. One of the events that 
precipitated her new kidney failure was an accident that befell her. We had 
a wooden back porch that seemed quite solid but had rotted away via the 
inclement weather. | had kept it painted and stained when | was there but 
somehow the wood weakened enough so that when my wife went out one 
day, she fell through the structure and this had a deleterious effect on he 
kidney, which was already starting to act up. Her pissbag also would break 
at the worst times. It broke once while she was driving. Another time it 


broke while she was shopping for food. Worst of all, Jeannine hated fat 
people for some reason and she was mortified when she would see her 
now rotund figure in the mirror. | always would assure her that she was still 
the same person but she never believed it. | did manage to convince her to 
stay alive at the onset of her illness. | was unaware of this until she told me 
this years later. 

Jeannine seemed to be prone to accidents and one day when she, 
Jacques and | were conversing in the kitchen, the stool that Jeannine was 
sitting on suddenly collapsed under her. She hit the deck like a sack of 
potatoes. Before | could move, Jacques was there picking her up and 
examining her to see if she had been seriously injured. Fortunately, she 
took most of the brunt of the fall on her ass. This did not prevent her from 
becoming black and blue there. Later on after the transplanted kidney 
failind, Jeannine would sometimes break a finger trying to open a jar or 
perform some manual chore. She also would fall out of bed or bruise 
herself very easily by bumping into things. Her bones were brittle and she 
was given these huge calcium pills to try to make her bones stronger. 
During this time a young, female doctor would phone me every two or three 
days, allegedly to advise me of Jeannine’s progress. But | detected a 
different attitude towards me from not only her, but the other doctors as 
well. Finally, | asked the young doctor what was going on. After a bit of 
badgering, she told me that | was suspected of beating Jeannine! | was 
shocked. How could they think such a thing? Well, it seemed that they all 
put down the bruises to the possibility that | was physically abusing her. It 
seems that this was not an uncommon occurrence in a lot of similar cases. 
| assured the young doctor that this was definitely not the case and | was 
quite pissed that they would think such a thing after all the contact that | 
had with them. | think | convinced her but I’m not sure that | had convinced 
the other members of the medical profession. | have to say here that I’ve 
never found such a bunch of narrow-minded, arrogant bastards in any 
other profession. My brother-in-law had to teach a class of doctors one 
semester and he told me that this class was the hardest one that he ever 
taught because the doctors couldn’t get their heads around an engineer 
being able to show them anything. Why, they were doctors and knew 
everything! 

| tried not to interfere with the doctors or nurses since | always had 
the idea that you should leave any type of professional work to the 
professionals. However, there were times when | had to intervene on 
Jeannine’s behalf. One time Jeannine’s tube dislodged itself from her 
innards. | took her to the hospital and later she told me that some Indian 
doctor had used long nosed pliers trying to reinsert the tube. Jeannine kept 
telling the doctor that this was not the right procedure but the fellow paid 
no attention until Jeannine started to scream with pain and at him. Finally a 
nurse came and fetched another doctor who fixed the problem. When | 
heard this, | got on the blower and spoke to the head doctor. The next thing 


| knew, | was told that the Indian fellow had been transferred to Africa or 
some other place a safe distance away from Montreal. 

Another incident occuured with was really scary. On occasion | 
would visit Jeannine in the dialysis lab. One had to be careful in there 
because one could pick up hepatitis. | was visiting her because Jeannine 
sometimes would tell me about her fellow patients and on occasion they 
would expire during or after the treatments. This happened from time to 
time but recently there seemed to be more of the patients expiring and so | 
went down to check things out. There was a new man there and when he 
spotted me he began to chat with me. He seemed very nice and allegedly 
was quite concerned about all of the dialysis patients. After conversing 
with him for about ten minutes, | began to be suspicious of this guy. | don’t 
exactly know why. Maybe it was his body language or little things that he 
said to me. But my intuition told me that something was amiss. | always 
tried to listen to that little inner voice about people. | left the lab and looked 
up one of the overseeing doctors and informed him of my suspicions. | 
also told him that | had no basis for my feeling but | thought that he should 
know. He listened and told me that he would look into it. | had never seen 
this particular doctor before but he looked like he took care of business. 
Later | found that the new guy had been cashiered and further, there were 
no deaths on dialysis for a very long time thereafter. 

As time wore on after Jeannine lost her transplanted kidney, she 
suffered the tortures of the damned. The dialysis machine is OK but it does 
not do the complete job that the natural kidney does unfortunately. | was 
amazed at the speed of my wife’s machine compared to the other patients. 
The motor would rotate almost twice as fast. It seems that Jeannine’s heart 
was very strong. From time to time, though, she would go into shock and 
have to be treated and stableized. Her phyique changed over time. She sort 
of shrivelled up. Her bones became very brittle and she would break 
fingers constantly. She began to take on the physical characteristics of 
some of the prisoners that one saw at the German concentration camps. It 
was an awful sight to witness. To see someone that you love wither away 
like that is heartbreaking and you can’t do anything about it. But what was 
so amazing was the fact that she still had that beatific look in her eyes and 
gentleness in her nature. 

But every once in a while, some dumbfuck doctor would say 
something that would make Jeannine realize her actual physical state. One 
such incident occurred in the hospital when | went to visit her. This young 
doctor accosted us and started to apprise me of Jeannine’s condition and 
progress. He started out by saying, “Your mother is doing quite well but...” 

Jeannine immediately sannped back, “I’m not his mother, I’m his 
wife!” The doctor apologized but where the hell was he coming from? Din’t 
the doctors communicate with one another? That remark probably did 
more damage to my wife that day than all the physical assaults on her 
body. 


Jeannine was dialyzed three times a week. At first she used to drive 
herself in her Honda Civic which | had bought her. | had also managed to 
buy her a mink coat for her winter driving since she had to park way up 
above Pine aveunue and then walk back to the hospital. She could not 
abide a heavy coat, it was too strenuous for her to walk that far. Later, she 
lost control of the car and crashed into an abutment on the Laurentian 
highway, almost going through the guard rail and falling down atop some 
other vehicle or the road beneath. She managed to beark her nose and of 
course, ended up in the hospital. This put a stop to her driving so we had 
to arrange for taxis. 

This proved to be quite an exercise. The hospital was not much help 
nor were the social agencies. By luck there was a German fellow that lived 
nearby in Roxboro and who also had to be dialyzed. His name was Kurt. 
Kurt had lost his kidney function de to an unscrupulous doctor that fucked 
up a bumch of patients deliberately for money and then absconded to 
Mexivo avoiding arrest or reprisals. Kurt took a shine to Jeannine and 
helped her pushing her in the wheelchair and splitting the cost of the taxis. 
Fortunatly, | got a deal from Paul of Paul’s taxi since we had been friendly 
prior to all of this grief. Jeannine’s drugs were costing me approximately 
$60 per week and as | recall the taxis were $17 per trip. One of the taxi 
drivers was an ex-soldier from Turkey who also took a shine to Jeannine 
and he insisted on driving her for a long time until he retired. He would see 
to it that she got to the dialysis lab intact and brooked no nonsense from 
any hospital guards. Kurt ran into some bad luck. He was asleep in his 
cellar awaiting his father’s finishing an annex for him to stay. He awoke 
when he heard some scratching at the screen and saw a man trying to 
break in. Kurt was a gun collector and he had just finished cleaning one of 
his pistols. The fellow breaking in had this huge knife so Kurt grabbed his 
gun and air-conditioned the fellow. Kurt hit the fellow’s leg and the burglar 
ran off. Kurt called the police who informed him that he was lucky. The 
burglar could have sued him! They finally changed that law, thank God! 

After my 2" eye operation | was finished teaching and put on 
disability pension. To try to improve my health | would take walks or go 
swimming. My son was away at school most of the day but finally I told him 
to move out of the house since he was really getting to be annoying and | 
could see that this was having a negative effect on my wife. Before he 
moved | would walk daily over to a small shopping center around Roxboro 
and pick up a fresh white country bread at the bakery. | would bring it home 
and as soon as | walked in the door, Jeannine and my son would 
immediately come to the kitchen, grab the bread and start wolfing it down 
before | could take off my winter duds. Usually, there would be a couple of 
pieces left for me in the morning for my breakfast, but | remember a couple 
of times, | was left the two small end crusts! When I was unable to walk to 
the bakery, | would ask my son to get the bread but he never did. He always 
had some excuse. 


After the auto accident my wife insisted that | get the car rebuilt so 
that my son could use it. Our insurance policy enabled us to do this if we 
so desired. The insurance company refused this at first until | called the 
government whereupon the car was rebuilt. My son got a job delivering 
pizzas but the next thing we knew, the car was again totalled. Again, we 
had it rebuilt. Jeannine decided to sell it and we did. 

When Jeannine would return from dialysis she would usually be ina 
lot of pain. At this time | was helping a video store owner with his inventory 
and he allowed me to take home videos. | would distract my wife with the 
movie of the week and then she would get tired and sleep until suppertime. 
As time went on, her suffering became worse and she used to describe her 
discomfort by saying that it felt like there was acid in her veins. On 
occasion when she was feeling up to it, she would try to cook something, 
but it was usually a fiasco. | ate a lot of subs and McDonalds. Sometimes 
my friend, Bruce, would make something for me. Jeannine slept a lot. | 
would go down to the basement and practice the piano. It never seemed to 
bother my wife and she insisted that | keep up my practicing. 

My son was trying to work as a musician. | tried to help him by 
putting on concerts and introducing him to oher musicians or having him 
play with guest artitsts. At one time | had visions of the two of us playing 
music together and sharing musical knowledge, but that idea was quickly 
dispelled when | realized that my son did not want to share any musical 
information and made a point of competing with me whenever he could. 
The tension between us grew and of course, that hurt Jeannine, but that 
was of no consequence to my son, of course. My wife was now the longest 
living kidney patient in Canada. Despite the pain and suffering, she was 
doggedly clinging to life and hopefully getting a laugh or two, or a few 
moments of respite, despite the ghastly affliction. Then one day my son 
got tired of trying to be the great jazz musician and stop playing for $2 per 
night in some toilet. He announced that he was going back to school and 
attending university. This pleased my wife no end. This is what she always 
wanted him to do. He finally got the message. It was now 1984. Ralph and | 
had put on a bunch of jazz concerts and my son’s drum and piano prowess 
had improved dramatically. 

Then one weekend in late September, my wife took a turn for the 
worse. She had tremendous trouble breathing and had outstanding pain. | 
could see that she was in agony and | insisted that she go back to the 
hospital. She finally agreed but wanted to shower first, which she did. 
Meanwhile, | had contacted the doctor at the hospital and was trying to find 
Bruce to drive her there. After showering, Jeannine laid down on her bed 
and fell asleep. | checked in on her and although she was breathing 
heavily, she seemed OK. Bruce finally showed up and went to fetch 
Jeannine. He came out ot the kitchen and said, “Man, | think she’s daad.” 

“What! Are you sure?” 


Bruce went back and started CPR but it was no use. He came back 
and repeated what he had said. | started to cry immediately. Bruce 
comforted me. But now, what do | do? 

| contacted Yvette and some ghoulish types arrived to take away the 
body to a funeral home. | needed some papers to be signed. | was trying to 
take care of business but | was overcome with grief. | called my son, who 
came up with a musician friend of mine. The body was removed and | was 
told to go over to the funeral home to get death certificates signed or 
something. Prior to this Yvette and her hubby were at home as well as my 
son and musician friend. They all left finally, but a couple of neighbors 
came down to keep me company. | really didn’t know what to do next. | 
went for a walk and happened to meet the mayor. | told him what had 
happened and he advised me to get my wife creamated. It was a lot cheaper 
and | could bury her where | wanted. When | took the body to the 
Creamatorium, | was to tell them that | was taking her out of town. Bruce 
and | went over to the funeral home to get the body transferred but the guy 
there said that they had already stuffed the body and | would have to pay 
$750. Obviously, they wanted to get more money from me for a casket and 
all the rest of that crap. Bruce started making noises and | ended up paying 
them less and the body was shipped over to the Crematorium. 

Yvette and her hubby drove me over to pick up the remains. These 
were put in a small metal box. | could hear the bones rattling around in it as 
| carried it out to the car. | sat in the back seat with the box and was driven 
back home. All the while | kept thinking about Jeannine’s life and all of her 
joys, pains and suffering amounted to a bunch of bones in a box. It was 
almost more than | could bear. 

Jeannine told me several times that she wanted to be buried in her 
garden so | organized a little ceremony in my back yard. Bruce did not 
attend. Some neighbors did and my son griped bitterly about having to dig 
the hole to plant his mother. Jeannine’s brother read a eulogy and | thought 
that was the end of it but Yvette wanted to have a church memorial. | told 
her that | could not afford it and besides, my wife did not want it either. 
Yvette’s hubby said that he would pay for everything and | figured to keep 
peace, | would agree. So, we all attended some ceremony with a priest 
spouting off a lot of nonsense. My son griped all through the service and 
went on about how he was allowing all of this. At one point | turned around 
and saw my friend, Jacques crying. He really liked Jeannine. 

The next bit had some of Jeannine’s relatives sniffing around. Her 
brother’s wife wanted her mink coat. The next door neighbor, who had 
attended our garden effort had her eye on some piece of furniture that she 
said Jeannine had promised her. Jeannine’s sisters were pawing through 
all of her stuff, wanting this or that. Then another friend of my wife, who 
was a painter, alleged that she had only lent Jeannine her painting 
although | had heard her give the painting to Jeannine and | had paid for an 
expensive frame for it. Now, she wanted it back. | had experienced a lot of 
this shit after my mother died. | agreed to all their greed since | figured it 


was not worth the emotional effort to try to balk them. Besides it alleviated 
me from having to dispose of her stuff. After all the relatives and friends 
had picked out what they wanted, Jeannine’s will left the rest of her junk to 
my son along with half of the house. This latter bequest pissed me off a bit 
since | had bought the house and struggled all these years to pay for it. 
Then to top it all off, it was suggested that my son stay with me. He could 
live downstairs. It would be relatively easy to separate the downstairs from 
the upstairs since the house was a split level bungalow. All | had to do was 
to put in a wall and another door. | thought about it. Maybe it would benefit 
us both now that Jeannine was gone. My son came up to discuss the idea 
and started to make all sorts of conditions and demands. | listened politely 
and then politely told him that he didn’t have to pay any rent but | couldn’t 
agree to anything else. Take it or leave it. Actually, | was hoping that he 
would leave it. And had he not been my son, | would have told him to shove 
it and shove off. My son said that he wourld think it over. | decided to make 
an apartment anyway since | might be able to rent it. Eventually, my son 
agreed and he moved in with his girl friend, whom he eventually ended up 
marrying. My son’s stay in the lower level of my house turned out to be a 
huge mistake. Fortunately, he finally left and it took Jacques and me three 
weeks to repair all of the damages and it took my cleaning lady two weeks 
to clean up the bathroom. 

When | look back on everything, | keep remembering that Jeannine 
would frequently say that we were not meant for one another. Then why did 
we stay together for 32 years? | really don’t know. There was definitely love 
and Jeannine also used to say that she wanted to grow old together. She 
also averred that she didn’t want children, but she was a good mother, 
maybe too good because she spoiled my son (as did I), and we both had to 
live with a son that seemed to inherit the worst of both of us and turned 
into the world’s worst ingrate. But at least he did not turn out to be a dope 
addict or alcoholic and he certainly proved to us that he could fend for 
himself both academically and professionally. My wife was an inveterate 
reader and she did manage to impart that propensity to my son. My aim 
was always to try to make my wife happy, but it always seemed that | failed 
at this for whatever reason. My wife was supportive in many ways but she 
never seemed to support my interest in gadgets. Whenever | would get a 
new electronic toy, for example, | would sense some negative vibrations 
form her even though she professed glee at my purchase. Women are very 
strange creatures and it’s hard to know where you stand with them at any 
one time. Jeannine once asked me, “If you had your life to do all over 
again, would you live it the same way?” 

| don’t know whether she expected me to answer that | would, but 
after a moment’s reflection, | blurted out, “Noway! I would do a lot of things 
completely different!” My wife took umbrage at this response so | did not 
elaborate. 

Jeannine was very emotional and would cry sometimes at the least 
little thing. However, she was always gracious to any new friends that | 


would drag to the house and would always offer to help in any situation. 
Some of my son’s teenage friends would sometimes presume upon her to 
drive them home when they had too much to drink, smoke or snort. | can 
say truthfully that despite our differences and disagreements, my life was 
truly enriched just being with her and had it not been for her illness, I’m 
certain that we would still be together. | spent 32 years with Jeannine and 
I’m grateful for that experience. 


Chapter 8-George 


we had just moved into our new third-floor walk-up cold water flat 
rented to us by my father-in-law. Paul Blay and | were in the process of 
organizing a concert at one of the larger nightclubs in Montreal. Our hopes 
were to present a jazz concert on Saturday afternoon using Montréal jazz 
musicians. We were in the process of founding the Jazz workshop and 
were looking for a suitable place to rent. We needed money for this 
endeavor and we asked some of the future member musicians to donate 
their services gratis playing at this concert. We were pleasantly surprised 
to find the musicians more than willing to donate their time and music. 
However, not knowing whether some of the musicians were up to the 
challenge, | invited the ones that | had not heard for a session in my 
apartment. This way | could check them out without any humiliation 
involved. That is, if they couldn't cut the mustard we would just not ask 
them to play. 

One of the musicians that appeared was a tenor sax player who had 
just emigrated from France and was trying to make contacts with other 
musicians. After conversing with him briefly we played a few tunes and | 
could see right away that he was not only experienced but he was a very 
good jazz player. Also he was very soft-spoken, had a slight English 
accent, which I| found later came from an English school upbringing and he 
was extremely polite. | liked this fellow immediately and we seemed to hit it 
off. | found later that he spoke three languages-his native tongue was 
Russian, but he spoke both English and French fluently. Thus he had no 
trouble communicating in Montréal. He was somewhat short of stature but 
solidly built and when he played he played with a fair amount of aggression 
and confidence. He had a good knowledge of bebop, which at that time, 
was sadly lacking in most of the musicians. Recall that this was the early 
50s and a lot of the older musicians were struggling with the new concepts 
of harmony. So was | actually, but we all helped one another and somehow 
managed to get around the harmonies and were able to improvise in this 
new language. 

The afternoon of the concert came and went and was a huge 
success. We had a wonderful turnout and we made a few hundred dollars 
on the deal which we deposited in our new bank account. | had also 
registered the name, "The Jazz Workshop" as | figured that someone would 
try to usurp the name. | was right in my assessment as later the CBC used 
our name for its broadcasts, but saw fit not to use any of the Jazz 
workshop musicians. Needless to say, | put a stop to this. They got uppity 
but after their lawyers did some investigation they had to stop or 
exclusively use our workshop musicians. They chose not to and that was 
the end of that program. 

George performed magnificently with a group that he had put 
together and | invited him up for supper since he seemed to be very 
interested in the workshop. | was surprised when he brought a little gift for 


my wife-a French pastry and of course she was delighted. This impressed 
me somewhat since most of the guests that came to wolf down my fare 
never brought anything except maybe a voracious appetite and ta “thank 
you” to my wife (if we were lucky) after they had filled their bellies. One 
fellow, who later became a doctor, did take us out a couple of times for 
steaks and George also reciprocated a few times by treating us at some 
local restaurant. As time wore on George and | became more friendly and | 
found him to be very intelligent, extremely sophisticated and most of all his 
humor was beyond belief. He could tell stories that would have me rolling 
on the floor with laughter. He was a great Chaplin fan and we used to 
attend Chaplin movies together as our sense of humors coincided. | found 
also that he had been born in Japan when his mother, who was a Russian 
aristocrat, had to flee the Bolsheviks. The only possession worth anything 
that she managed to keep was a jeweled box containing various diamonds, 
emeralds, sapphires and so on that was given to her by the Czar. His 
mother then fled to England and put George into a private school where he 
learned English and French. She then settled in France and George was 
drafted in the French army when the Germans declared war. He was sitting 
in one of the tunnels on the Maginot line when the Germans came through 
the Ardenne Forest. He told me that there was a multitude of confusion, 
nobody knowing what to do and bullets were whizzing around when he 
emerged from the tunnel. He dived into a foxhole and fell asleep there, not 
daring to come out for fear of being killed by machine-gun bullets. He 
awoke the next morning to find German soldiers pointing rifles with 
bayonets at him demanding him to surrender, which of course he did. They 
then took him to a prisoner of war camp. He described some of the events 
there-one of them being the guards throwing food in amongst the prisoners 
and then getting their jollies watching the prisoners fighting over some loaf 
of bread. After things settled down George managed to escape and he 
walked to the Swiss border seeking asylum. Instead, he was rearrested and 
sent back to another prisoner of war camp. This time he managed to cozy 
up to some people that managed to get him papers which could be used in 
free France. This time when he escaped he made good and spent the rest 
of the war in free France. 

One incident that he related to me almost got them killed. It seems that 
there was a curfew at 9 PM where he was staying and all lights, radios or 
whatever were to be turned off. George was into some project and he did 
not realize the time so he left his radio on by mistake. Suddenly, two 
German soldiers burst in and were about to put him under arrest after 
looking at his papers. This was serious because the Germans sometimes 
had the habit of choosing 10 prisoners at random and taking them out to 
execute as reprisals for the French underground’s shenanigans. As luck 
would have it a German officer happened along and wondering what the 
commotion was all about, stepped inside to see. The officer could 
immediately see that George was not a threat and probably recognized that 
he was not from the lower classes. The German officer ordered the soldiers 


to leave and not to bother arresting somebody for inadvertently forgetting 
to turn off his radio. In effect, the German officer probably saved George's 
life. 

After the war George, not being thrilled with living in France 
anymore, decided to emigrate to Canada-a wise move on his part as | will 
relate heretofore. George being the friendly fellow that he was assimilated 
well into the music scene and was able to eke out a living playing with 
pickup bands in various nightclubs. The big money was playing in the 
orchestras of the major clubs but most of these jobs were taken up and to 
integrate successfully in this scene was extremely difficult. George's 
reading ability was certainly adequate as he had played the Lido Cafe in 
Paris with James Moody. Indeed, he and James Moody were great friends 
and | later had the opportunity of meeting with James Moody. George was 
also successful in jamming with the jazz musicians at the Café St. Michel 
where only the enlightened be boppers were allowed on the stand with any 
frequency. | don't recollect how many of the Jazz Workshop concerts that 
George played but he was always invited and was a welcome sit in 
performer at other jam sessions as well. 

Before | left to work in the USA George and | socialized frequently 
and he became more or less a regular fixture at our dinner table. Of course 
this continued as | became friendly with George. Art also, as usual, wanted 
to have him as a friend as well. | have written about Art and his emulation 
of my activities but | forgot to mention about the time that he wore an eye 
patch for a few days after | had lost the sight in one of my eyes. When | 
think back on it Art was like a younger brother that was always trying to 
imitate his older brother and try to surpass the older brother's 
accomplishments. Be that as it may, as soon as George moved into a room 
above the Chez Paree nightclub, Art and his first wife moved in down the 
hall. At the time he had three cats and an electric plate to cook food. When | 
went to visit Art the stench in the room was so bad that it made me gag and 
| had to leave quickly. Art found this amusing that George sympathized 
with me and he too would not venture in Art’s room so any socializing was 
done in George's room. George's decor was impeccable. You could eat off 
the floor, everything was neatly situated, the bed was always made and 
when you entered you were impressed with the fact that a dump above a 
nightclub could look so elegant. 

Eventually, Art's father died and his mother left Art and his newly 
acquired wife live in the parent's house. They still had to pay rent. There 
was an apartment for rent near the house and so George was talked into 
renting this place. This was convenient at the time since Art was working in 
a band that also included George and so getting to work, rehearsing and so 
on was very convenient. When | returned from the USA I had occasion to 
hear this band and | was suitably impressed. 

| must backtrack a bit in order to relate the incidents that occurred at 
times | worked with George. One day while returning from a lecture at 
college | was accosted by some fellow musicians who were looking for a 


piano player to fill in on a CBC jazz program. | was not overly enthused 
about this since | felt | wasn't experienced enough but since | needed the 
money, | would certainly try it. | was delighted to see George at the studio 
when | arrived. However as | suspected, the musicians wanted to play 
tunes that | barely knew. | did my best, trying to get the proper chord 
changes from the guitar player but the whole experience was a disaster. 
George turned out to be very helpful when there was a lull and nobody 
knew what to do or when to come in after the announcer got through with 
his shtick. | would sometimes invite George to afternoon sessions and he 
would oblige but I could see that he was very uncomfortable in doing me a 
favor. A fellow piano player invited me over one afternoon because he 
wanted me to play with Bob Rudd, a very good bass player, who played 
with many famous jazz musicians. A new, young drummer was also invited 
and so the four of us jammed all afternoon. | did manage to record two 
tunes with George, Bob Rudd and myself. George was not happy with the 
tapes but | kep it and listen to it sometimes as a memento to his memory 
and talent. 

Another time George had obtained this job playing at some company 
party. The man who hired George wanted a jazz trio so George phoned me 
and | suggested using my friend, Don, with whom | was playing jobs and 
who was another great friend of mine. Don was Irish to the core and he 
used to carry metal drumsticks in case of any fracas that might occur when 
we were playing jobs. He was also an excellent boxer and he brooked no 
nonsense from anybody although his friendly manner and politeness 
would not indicate in the slightest his propensity to deal with tough 
situations. Anyway, we arrived at our place of employment-as | recall, some 
huge room in a downtown hotel. We set up our instruments and started to 
play when after the first number, this very aggressive and noisome 
individual started to rant and rave about our performance. He ended his 
tirade by insulting musicians in general. Before | had a chance to respond, 
Don exclaimed, "That's it! We're out of here." 

George was mortified and the complainant did a double take as Don 
started packing up his drums. He stammered, "You can't do that, we're 
paying you." 

Don countered, "You can take your pay and shove it up your ass and 
that goes for your job too. | don't know who you think you're talking to but 
any more of your bullshit and you'll be dealing with me directly." 

The fellow started sputtering and decided to change his tune. George 
didn't know what to say. | of course, was with Don all the way and | 
indicated that | was about to leave as well. The aggressive fellow suddenly 
realized that we weren't kidding and he began to apologize. Don said, "We 
are not servants, we're musicians and we want to be treated with respect 
and if you can't do that we don't need this. We haven't shown any 
disrespect to you, we're doing the best we know how and if that isn't good 
enough for you then just tell us and we'll leave." 


Don was also fumbling with his metal sticks. After some more 
palaver the atmosphere became somewhat friendly again and we finished 
the job and got paid with some compliments. However, George had learned 
his lesson and never hired the two of us again. George also was heavily 
into Latin American music and his dream was to found a Latin band. He 
never achieved this. 

When | worked at the Bell telephone company in the toll area, the 
employees there were given their own desk and phone with their own local. 
| was initially put in the repeater section and at lunchtime we would play 
bridge. | was subsequently transferred into the switchboard section and 
alas, there were no bridge players so | used the time to phone George as 
this was the time that he usually arose. We had many conversations and 
his stories and amusing way of putting things would provide me with the 
humor to get through an otherwise very dull and boring day. At this time 
the building that we were in had a newsstand that sold New York papers. | 
would pick up the Daily News, go to the nearest bathroom and peruse the 
paper. One day for some reason, | had been unable to purchase the Daily 
News. When I phoned George he blurted out, "Man, a catastrophe, you 
won't believe what's happened." And he carried on at great length. There 
was only one thing at that time that could have upset him so much. So | 
asked, "So what happened, did Bird die or something?" 

"Yes, man, he died last night." And he proceeded to relate the rest of 
the news regarding Bird’s demise. Wouldn't you know it, the one day | 
didn't have a chance to buy that paper. 

| finally had my fill of the Bell Telephone Company and had made a 
useless trip to the West Coast hoping to seek better employment. | ended 
up back in Montréal and landed a job with Canadian Marconi. | managed to 
obtain an engineering job with Bendix Radio in Baltimore typetesting automobile 
radios and later TV sets. Subsequently | moved to Melbourne, Florida where | 
worked as an engineer in the te telemetering section. It was here that | managed 
to procure a 10% 
inch reel stereo tape recorder and in the summer of 1958 | managed to do some 
stereo recording of some of the Montréal musicians. Actually, most of the 
recording was done at Mervin’s apartment. He had a good upright piano and a 
long living room which was very conducive to recording. George was a bit shy but 
attended one or two of the sessions and | managed again to get him down on 
tape. 

My wife and | rented an apartment for the summer and | set up my 
high fidelity equipment in the basement where | could listen to sounds 
without neighbors’ complaints. That turned out to be a very good summer 
although George was exhibiting more signs of showing up late for 
appointments. | had gotten around this propensity when | was in my cold 
water flat by telling George that the supper was an hour early. This way he 
was only 15 or 20 minutes late. Finally one day | was really exasperated and 
when he showed up two hours late | chastised him severely. This did not 
go over too well and he took deep umbrage so that | never mentioned it 
again. However, this did not cure him of the habit because years later, my 


friend, Wilkie, invited him for a 1 PM lunch and George finally showed up at 
4 PM. Wilkie was fit to be tied and never invited him again. | ran out of 
money so | went back to work at CAE as a development engineer. But the 
lure of the USA once again took over and | found myself working for an 
aircraft company in New Jersey. This job was right up my alley. | used 
Boolean algebra and was paid quite well. | also lived in New York City on 
the west side and this gave me ample opportunities to see and hear some 
of the jazz greats of the time. It was now 1959. | met an old college buddy 
who put me on to some job shop people and they found me employment 
with an engineering firm double the salary that | was making. Alas, for 
some reason my security clearance did not come through on time and | 
was back again unemployed. We decided to return to Canada as my wife's 
father had just finished a new apartment and was willing to rent it to us for 
a nominal fee. It was large enough to house my electronic equipment and 
so Mervin and | again set up shop fixing TV and audio sets. 

All the while | kept in touch with George and just before returning to 
Canada we decided to meet with George at his sister's place in New City, 
New York. George's sister had the same English accent that George had 
but her personality was the exact opposite of George. She was impatient, 
cranky and bossy and seemed to take an immediate dislike to me. Her 
husband, Paul, a Russian immigrant, and | got on famously. He did 
precision jewel work and was kind enough to fix my broken chronograph 
calendar watch. George's sister took a real shine to my wife and she made 
a point of continually inquiring how my wife could have possibly seen any 
good qualities in me. George was completely embarrassed of course but | 
laughed it off. One amusing incident happened at the dinner table when 
they were about to toast something or other with a shot of vodka. They 
poured some of this vile liquid into what seemed like a large shot glass and 
then they enunciated whatever the proper toast was in Russian and then 
they eyed me suspiciously which | interpreted as a test to see how | would 
react to the liquor. | determined not to let the potable affect me negatively. | 
lifted my glass and we all put the receptacle to our lips, through our heads 
back and swallowed the hideous concoction. Well, for a moment there | 
thought that my eyeballs were going to pop out so great was the initial 
sensation. But | had determined not to let on any discomfort at all and so 
after a moment of excruciating pain and agony, which passed in a second 
or so, | put down the glass and said, "That was delicious," and sat back in 
my chair as if nothing untoward had happened. There was a moment of 
silence and everybody stArted to guffaw. Paul was suitably impressed and 
| think that further cemented our relationship positively. Needless to say, 
George's sister was fit to be tied. My wife had become ill and was really 
unfit to drive back to Montréal so George took over the chore. As we were 
about to leave, George's sister bade us a fond farewell with the following 
words, "Well, Jeannine, it was certainly nice having you here." George and 
| looked at one another and both of us began laughing. After we got into the 
car George apologized profusely for his sister’s behavior. George was not 


a very good driver. He kept stepping on the gas pedal continuously, 
invoking a rather jerky trip home. 

During my stay | asked George if he would drive me over to see Lennie 
Tristano. George acceded to this request but we got lost twice before we 
managed to find his place in Queens. When we finally arrived and knocked 
on the door, we waited about 15 minutes for Lennie to open the door. And 
then when we went inside he made George sit in this chair opining, 
"George, you must sit exactly there," indicating the proper spot. After my 
lesson we got lost again on the way home but we finally made it for supper. 

As | have written in the previous chapter about Mervin our business sort 
of evaporated and | was again seeking employment. 

Meanwhile, | had an unexpected visitor. My Roxboro doorbell rang a few 
weeks after we had returned from New City. When | opened my front door, 
who should be standing there? It was Paul and he had brought his 
humungous German Sheherd dog along with him. | gathered that he had 
had enough of his wife’s constant chafing and decided to take off with his 
dog. Of course | invited him in and asked if he wanted to stay for a few 
days. He said that this was why he had come to my house. He then assured 
me that “Vulf,” (as he pronounced it), his German Shepherd, was 
completely housetrained and | was not to worry.No sooner had he uttered 
these words when Vulf crapped on my living room floor. Luckily Paul did 
not witness this and we quickly cleaned it up before he twigged to it. Vulf 
was a huge dog and very friendly. He seemed to take to me and | had to 
constantly try to control him-all 100 pounds. Paul slept in the basement 
with his dog and we played a lot of chess. | took some pictures of him and 
his dog before he departed. Originally Paul was going to stay for a day or 
so, then he decided on two days, then a week but after the third day, he got 
antsy and left. Each morning when Paul opened th door to the basement, 
Vulf would come bounding up my stiars and leap atop my bed and start 
licking me in the face. This tickled my wife no end. My son was not amused 
and was a bit afraid of the dog. But Vulf was quite harmless and it was 
funny to see Vulf in the back seat of the car with Paul driving. | don’t know 
what happened after his stay. | don’t even know whether he contacted 
George while being in Montreal. | think we heard from him once when he 
phoned to thank my wife. | never had any more contact with him and | later 
found out that he had succumbed to an heart attack. | think he liked me but 
he was a bit strange. 

| finally landed a job at an aircraft company in operations research. This 
lasted until | got into a security hassle with the poorly educated boss and | 
was cashiered. During my stay there George ogled my high fidelity set up 
and decided that | needed something more befitting. He told me that he had 
a plan using my two metal shelves that | had purchased for storage in my 
basement. He would use these as sort of bookends housing a dolly type 
rack which would house all of my paraphernalia. Furthermore this dolly 
would be movable and could be easily turned about to access any 
connections. The whole effort including the two metal shelves would be 


encased in a frame of wood with sliding doors. Thus, he alleged, all the 
equipment would then not be exposed and would be easily accessible 
when we wanted to play any music. | inquired as to who was going to build 
this plan of his and he immediately responded saying that he would be glad 
to do it. | inquired as to the cost and he said there was no problem, that he 
would just require money for the wood and hardware. Between the two of 
us he averred, we had the necessary tools. This sounded wonderful 
because included in his plan were my two 15 inch speaker cabinets and we 
were going to add some tweeters. He embarked on the plan and started to 
work whilst | was still employed at the aircraft company. George would 
come over in the afternoon, work a few hours and then go home. | provided 
the initial monies for this project but when | lost my job | had to borrow 
money from the bank to keep eating and provide for my wife and son. 
When | told George of my plight he said this was no problem; he would 
finish the job and pay for the rest of the material himself and | could pay 
him back at some later date. | found this tremendously magnanimous and 
he completed everything except for the sliding doors. Because of the lack 
of funds we decided to make Masonite doors and use little hooks with 
rollers on the top. This is where we ran into problems. George could not 
find any hardware that suited our purpose so he set about trying to make 
these little wheels himself. Unfortunately, George obtained another musical 
job which required a lot of rehearsing so his visits became more 
infrequent. 

| must describe a section of this project which was very clever. The 
big dolly had to be able to be moved away from the rest of the unit. To 
accomplish this the track at the bottom of the unit had to have a gap so 
that the dolly could be taken out freely. George accomplished this by 
having a 2 x 4 as a base for the track on the floor and then made a 2 x 4 
piece that exactly fitted between the two 2 x 4 tracks on either side. This 
middle section had to be exactly carved to fit snugly so that it did not 
impede the opening and closing of doors. The doors worked after a fashion 
but not the way that George had envisioned and he still alleged that he 
would fix this problem as soon as he could get the parts. This never came 
about but the doors worked adequately enough and after the job was done 
| took a picture of the finished project as it was so impressive. 

Meanwhile, | was suing the aircraft company for wages they owed me 
and refused to pay. | engaged the services of a lawyer friend that | had 
worked with at the Jewish high school. It took me two months in the 
summer to finally get my full settlement, but | finally got it. | pieced off the 
lawyer and was finally able to pay George. 

George had a friend who worked as a car salesman and his friend 
phoned him about a good deal so George ended up with a Cadillac. There 
were a few minor repairs but it was a beautiful car and of course George 
fixed it to perfection and anybody would have thought that he was very 
affluent. He would come up sometimes to visit us and | would always 
chuckle when | compared my Ford station wagon with his beautiful 


Cadillac. George was very polite with everybody and extremely good- 
natured but he didn't take any crap either as some musicians found out one 
day when they were imbibing in the local tavern. Some aggressive sot 
decided to try to bully George. The aggressive fellow also had a couple of 
companions and this along with the alcohol gave him courage or 
something. He began to poke his finger in George's chest. This was a 
mistake because the next thing everybody knew George got up, punched 
the guy out and went after his companions. His fellow musicians had to 
stop him from beating them up. Everybody was quite shocked because this 
was so unlike George but they got the message. | suspected that George 
was tougher than he looked and acted. | had some experience in private 
schools with these soft spoken types. | always got along famously with 
them since | wasn't into bullying anybody but | also witnessed several 
incidents where these individuals sorted out any bullying that might have 
been applied to them. 

Another amusing incident was one day at the office when | was 
working at the Bell, | received a call from George breathing very heavily 
and describing his actions while having sexual intercourse. This amused 
me so much that | dropped the phone laughing heArtily. Fortunately, this 
was during the lunch hour so it did not attract any attention. | could hear 
him, his female companion and her squeals of delight and so forth and this 
was so unbelievable coming from George that | had to inquire about this 
later when we had a chance to speak about it. He told me, "Well man, | 
didn't want you to think that | was a fag." | assured him that | had never 
thought any such thing but | could see where someone might think this 
because of his manner of speaking, extreme politeness and demeanor. 
This lady friend was a French-Canadian girl that spoke no English. She was 
in her late 30s or early 40s and not beautiful but pleasant enough. 

Eventually, George’s ardor cooled. Being the kind soul that he was 
he wished to faze her out gently and try somehow to improve her lot. Well, 
it just so happened that | had visited my uncle and one of his rich friends 
was looking for a nanny. This rich friend lived in New York City in a big 
apartment. | told George about this and a meeting was arranged and 
amazingly his girlfriend got the job. Not only that, but there was a happy 
ending as well. George met up with her at a later time and his girlfriend had 
learned to speak English albeit with a French- Canadian accent and had 
become very Americanized. She had her own color TV in her own bedroom 
in a luxurious Apartment off Central Park. She amazed George with her 
knowledge of New York City and how she had changed from an introverted 
woman to a more sophisticated one and a happier one. 

My wife was quite taken with George and George, of course, was 
always extremely polite and pleasant to her. When | used to watch TV | 
would make all sorts of lewd comments and scatological remarks about 
any and everything that might warrant it. This of course would disgust my 
wife considerably and of course the more disgusting the more amused | 
became at her discomfiture. My wife at that time was naive enough to think 


that | was a unique male with these propensities. Now one day George and 
| were watching TV together and George did not realize that my wife was 
nearby in the house so of course, the two of us were trying to outdo one 
another with our humorous licentious remarks. My wife came into the 
kitchen very quietly and was sitting at the counter behind us listening to all 
of our repartee. George did not hear her or realize that she was there until 
she moved, making enough noise to indicate there was another body 
present. When George realized that she was there he was stultified and 
became extremely embarrassed, apologizing profusely to my _ wife, 
whereupon | assured him that she was quite used to this and not to worry 
too much. However, after George left my wife was very chagrined to find 
out that George, also, was like most other males-adolescent and crude 
when with fellow males. 

Eventually George found another girlfriend. This time the girl was a 
singer and had been previously shacked up with another musician. She 
was half Chinese and somewhat brassy. Art's wife could not stand her and 
would continually carry on when | used to converse with her. George 
invited me for a meal at his place to meet her but it did not go too well. At 
this time she was quite obese and she seemed to take a dislike to me but 
George kept insisting that she was shy. | found her to be just the opposite 
but | figured that this liaison would peter out in due course. It did not. The 
girl got pregnant and George decided to marry her! | was flabbergasted. We 
discussed this at length and | had to point out that any offspring would 
probably have to put up with racial prejudice. | believe we had this 
conversation before he knocked her up. George opined, "I never thought 
that I’d hear you say that, man.” Frankly, | didn't want to say it but George 
was also making noises about going to the USA and | figured that it would 
even be worse. George did not agree and | could see that he wanted to 
have a son if possible. As it turned out he did have a son. He also 
emigrated to Florida with his newly acquired wife. He gave up his 
saxophone playing and took up woodworking and carpentry for which he 
had a great talent. | must say that | was going to miss him but we still 
communicated via long-distance telephone. 

Also when he was living near Art’s place George phoned me one day 
and asked me to come over to meet James Moody, who had a job in 
Montréal at that juncture. | went over and Moody emerged in his underwear 
with his flute and asked me if | knew the chord changes to "Giant Steps." | 
told him that | did and we spent the next 15 minutes while he ran over the 
changes on his flute. | had met James Moody briefly in New York when | 
went to hear Sonny Rollins with George. | was very impressed when James 
Moody embraced George as a long-lost brother and two of them spent 
hours together while | listened to Sonny Rollins. 

After my interaction with James Moody at George's apartment | went 
down to hear him with his group. To my utter amazement he had given the 
chord changes to his piano player, Kenny Barron, and they were playing 
the tune at a very modest tempo running over the changes. Two nights 


later when | went back again to hear them, the tempo had increased 
tremendously and they were practically playing the tune up to speed with 
all the ramifications. James Moody also lent me a book that he alleged all 
of the saxophone players were using. It was a Russian text containing a lot 
of scales in every key that could be used against certain chords. | kept this 
book for a few months and it unfortunately got wet in my basement from a 
flood and | had to replace it. | did and | sent the new book to James Moody 
when he requested it back explaining what happened. He laughed but was 
quite happy with his brand-new book. Later he and his wife came for 
supper and met my wife. 

Although | kept in contact with George | only saw him again in 1969. | 
was then working as a math teacher and | managed to have a month 
vacation around Christmas time. | decided to go to Miami since | had lived 
there for three years and wanted to see some of my old friends including 
George. George was delighted and told me that he was in the process of 
constructing an efficiency apartment at the side of his house right off the 
kitchen. You could gain access to the apartment either by crawling through 
a space under the sink or by going through a door on the other side of the 
house. George was now living with his mother who had purchased the 
house and had acquired some of her wealth back, thanks to some 
international laws. Some property that she owned on the French Riviera 
was restored to her as well. George's wife had slimmed down and | was 
somewhat taken aback to see how nice-looking she was now that she had 
lost all that weight. She had a nice figure and she seemed a lot friendlier 
than when | first met her. We hit it off right away but George's mother hated 
her. She took every opportunity to disparage George's wife. George's 
mother took a real shine to my wife and would make remarks such as, 
"George, why couldn't you have married a girl like Keith's wife?" 

This was all very flattering to me but she would make the remark in 
front of George's wife which was very embarrassing for both my wife and 
me. Now you must remember that George's mother was part of the Russian 
aristocracy and she considered George's wife as common and riffraff at 
the best. Coupled with that was the fact that George's wife was half 
Chinese-that was the icing on the cake. George worshiped his mother and 
so he was conflicted tremendously and didn't know what to do. His wife 
tried to keep a low profile but somehow managed to endure the insults and 
keep smiling. The baby had turned out to be a male and was now six years 
old. He took a shine to my wife and kept calling her "Jeannine, my queen." 
This activity of course pleased George's mother immensely. 

When we arrived in Miami we could not go right away to George's 
apartment. It had not been finished so we stayed two weeks with another 
friend. It was really great being able to see George once again and the two 
of us talked incessantly the whole time | was there, making up for all of the 
time we did not see one another. We promised to keep in touch and we did 
but it was very sporadic. Our long-distance calls became very expensive 
but | wish I had recorded some of the calls since George would crack me 


up with stories about his capers in Miami Beach. He worked as a carpenter 
making special projects for rich people. He would design and build bars, 
for example, and he installed high tech sound systems. Eventually he took 
on a partner who handled the financial affairs because George being 
softhearted, would never charge the price that he deserved. His partner had 
no such qualms and made certain that they received top dollar for George's 
work. 

One day they were installing this very expensive high facility system 
in a large home in Miami Beach. George's partner was just finishing the 
connections to the electronic equipment. He sent George out on some 
errand and George passed the housekeeper on the way out. She let him 
back in and he went upstairs but when he entered the room he noticed that 
his partner was still lying face up under the equipment. Furthermore he 
didn't seem to be moving. That was because he was dead! He had 
electrocuted himself. George called 911 and then the police got into the 
picture. Since George and his partner had taken out $50,000 insurance 
policies on one another the police became very suspicious and had it not 
been for the housemaid verifying George's alibi, he might have been 
arrested for murder. This event shook him up and he decided to sell the 
business, which he did but the new owners insisted that he work for them 
as a carpenter with a good salary. He acquiesced and for the remainder of 
his life continued his carpentry work. He did have a disturbing experience. 
One night when he was alone in his shop working on some project, a 
burglar came in-a black man-and grabbed George in a choke hold. It was 
only due to George's struggling and falling down from fainting that the 
burglar released him. He took some money and tools but | don't think they 
caught the fellow. | mentioned the fact that the burglar was Afro-American 
because these individuals were not allowed in that section of Miami Beach. 
They were usually hassled by the police and were told to move on or were 
arrested. How this guy managed to elude the police was a mystery. 

One day | received a call from George telling me that his son had 
died! His son had become a hairdresser and was quite successful at this 
endeavor but he also had turned out to be a homosexual and he had 
contracted AIDS. | felt terrible. George was weeping telling me all about his 
suffering and so on. | knew how George loved the boy. He was always 
talking about him and | could see when I was there in 1969 how much he 
loved his son. Also our subsequent phone conversations always contained 
some praise of his son and how much he enjoyed being with him and 
interacting with him. This was terrible and of course George's wife was 
completely distraught. Even though they did not live together anymore they 
remained friends and George's wife never stopped loving George. It's just 
that they couldn't live together without tremendous conflict. Then some 
years later | got a telephone call from George's wife. It seems that George 
had contracted cold like symptoms and he had been overcome so much 
that he finally was talked into going to the hospital. They found that he had 
some Ecoli and they pumped him full of antibiotics and by the following 


Monday he was released from the hospital. He started to pack his stuff 
when he suddenly felt terrible again and this time his kidneys crapped out 
and he had to be dialyzed. He finally succumbed to some other type of 
infection and died! The autopsy was performed but | could never really 
understand what the cause of death was. George's wife was again 
hammered with another death. The whole affair was quite a shock to me 
since George, although being 10 years my senior, seemed to be in good 
physical shape. He was still working doing his carpentry and putting in as 
far as | know, a full hours day. To say that | miss him is an understatement. 
We certainly enjoyed each other's company and | miss his wit, his great 
storytelling and his companionship. He was a great friend and fellow 
musician and even though he abandoned his tenor saxophone he still was 
a musician at heArt and observed the world and that particular way that is 
so different from most other people. | consider myself to be extremely 
lucky having such a friend for so many years. | do keep in touch with 
George's wife. At this writing she is still living in Florida with a girlfriend in 
some trailer park. | was able to help her obtain an additional pension from 
the Canadian government. Unfortunately she has suffered from a few 
health problems but she seems to have overcome most of them. 


Chaapter 9-Ernie 


Concomitant with my studying at university, | worked in nightclubs 
as a musician playing piano. | met a lot of musicians and for the most part, 
found them easy to get along with. They were usually very friendly and 
occasionally | would meet one like George or Jacques, who became a close 
friend and confidant. | met Ernie on one of these jobs and we immediately 
hit it off. Ernie was a trumpet player and at the time was heavily into bebop. 
We began to socialize and Ernie would bring his wife and son over for 
supper on occasion. This all took place in the early fifties. | still remember 
the first time that Ernie visited with his wife and then first child-a boy. | 
mention this because about 20 years later, after his having 3 more 
daughters, the boy took ill and died! Ernie was devesated. | went to the 
funeral and tried to be of some comfort. By this time his wife had left him, 
mostly due to Ernie’s lack of sufficient funds to support his family. 
However, | am getting ahead of myself. 

Ernie and | would frequently get together on a project that we were 
working on. This project was an automatic phone answering device. At this 
juncture the Bell Telephone company reigned supreme and more or less 
dictated what was to be done with your phone. My friend, Mervin, of whom | 
have written, and | were always experimenting with the telephone and we 
found ways to shut off the ringer, analyze the electrical properties of the 
phone line and so on. Extension phones were not allowed by the Bell 
unless one paid for them and they had a way of checking your line to see 
that you did not have any extra phones. There were ways around this that 
we found, but that is not the purpose of this writing to delve deeply into 
these matters. Suffice to say that we had figured a way of anwering the 
phone automatically after a certain number of rings. Ernie and | were not 
only working on improvements but also how to then superimpose a voice 
automatically on to the phone line. We accomplished this part and our next 
step was to then figure out a way to record the caller’s voice. 

At this point in time one must remember that the two commercial 
recording devices were the tape recorder-usually a 5 or 7 inch reel type or 
a wire recorder. We employed both recorder types for both answering and 
recording. However, because both types of recorders used AC for their 
power supply there was a warm-up time of several seconds where there 
was no sound at all. This required one to keep one or both pieces of 
equipment on and that was a bit of a drawback. Later, of course, when 
transistors took over and batteries (DC) were used, there were no gaps in 
either the message being played or the message being recorded. We 
demonstrated the success of our answering device to our friends and 
several business types but they shrugged it off as impractical and 
furthermore any device connected in any way to the telephone line was 
instantly frowned upon by the Bell telephone company and sometimes 
stern warnings and measures were received with various threats. Indeed, 
even in the seventies when Radio Shack had won its case against the Bell 


telephone company in court | was threatened by the Bell when | had 
employed one of the Radio Shack's answering devices on my line. The Bell 
insisted on putting some cockeyed device on my line between the 
answering device and the phone itself. Of course this device was going to 
cost me an extra five or six dollars per month! | graciously declined their 
offer. Later, after another court battle with Radio Shack (which the Bell 
again lost) one could place almost anything including extension phones, 
on the line without penalty. Ernie and | were just 25 years too early with our 
device. 

At this juncture Ernie also had a day job as a draftsman. This made 
his wife very happy since it provided her with some security but | could see 
the Ernie was a lot happier when he was playing music. We worked a lot of 
jobs together and the bosses usually were quite pleased with our 
performances and most of them took to Ernie because of his natural 
friendly nature. There were a few exceptions and | have written about the 
consequences in my book "Noting The Scene." 

One day | received a phone call from Ernie who had been informed 
by a fellow worker that there were some jobs available digging graves for 
eight dollars per hour. Remember that this was the early 50s. This was very 
good money and | became interested in immediately. Ernie didn't know 
precisely who to call and since he was at work he could not very well 
pursue the matter by phone so he asked me to check up on it. After a few 
calls | was informed that there might be such a job relocating graves 
because of the St. Laurence seaway project. Ultimately | was put in touch 
with some politician who after a lot of pontification referred me to a 
reporter on one of the newspapers. The politician alleged that this reporter 
knew all about the project and would assist me. Also, | had learned that in 
certain instances gas masks and rubber suits would be provided for the 
task of re-interment. | phoned the reporter and he was somewhat taken 
aback stating that he knew nothing about this but he would certainly look 
into it. Then his tone changed when | mentioned the suits and gas masks. | 
got the impression that he thought his leg was being pulled but after a few 
snide remarks and realizing that it seemed not to be a joke he promised to 
look into it. | phoned Ernie back and apprised him of the situation and our 
next step was to await the reporter’s promised callback. 

The next day at 7:30 AM my phone rang and when | answered a voice 
was inquiring about the grave digging job. At first | thought the fellow was 
offering me a job or had been instructed to enlighten me by the reporter. 
Not so, he told me that he had read my ad in the paper and was applying 
for the job! | told him there was some mistake in how to phone. No sooner 
had | done this when the phone rang again. This continued all morning so | 
finally left it off the hook until | could determine what happened. | ran out to 
get the paper and sure enough, there was a small ad in the paper that read: 
"Men wanted for grave digging. Eight dollars a day. Phone BE 1420. | could 
not believe this. Then | figured that Ernie was playing a trick on me so | 
phoned him and he swore that he had not put the ad in. Who could have 


done such a thing? | phoned the various friends with whom I| had spoken 
about the job but they all claimed that they had nothing to do with this. 
Then | remembered the supercilious attitude displayed by that reporter. 
Fortunately | had recorded my conversation with him so I phoned up the 
newspaper that ran this ad and asked to speak to the girl who took the ad. 
When | told her what had happened she had a good laugh and | asked if 
she could identify the voice that had phoned in this ad. She claimed that 
she could since the voice was quite distinctive so | played my recording of 
the reporter to her and she was certain that he was the culprit. "Ha ha," 
thought I. "Now how do | get my revenge?" 

All the while | had a hard time accessing my own phone line since 
every time | hung up there was some person on the other end of the line 
wanting a job or threatening me and not only that but this was only for 
eight dollars a day-not for an hour! Of course my wife was highly amused 
but made a suggestion. She said that from now on | should refer each and 
every phone call to the newspaper. This was a capital idea and so that's 
what | did and when | got tired my wife took over and we referred every 
subsequent phone call to the newspaper. In about three hours | got a call 
from the editor who was fit to be tied and was making all sorts of threats. | 
calmly told him that | had not put the ad in the paper that one of his 
reporters had been identified as the culprit and so he deserved all of the 
aggravation that he had gotten. After some spluttering and more threats he 
told me he was going to look into the matter. Then between some more 
phone calls his reporter phoned an alleged that he had nothing to do with 
this. | laughed and told him that he had been recorded and identified. He 
then started to threaten me about recording phone conversations which 
was not illegal at that time. The only people that took a dim view of it were 
the Bell telephone company. Anyway, after a lot of denials and whining 
about the fact that his editor had made him come back from the field where 
he was supposedly investigating some story, he hung up. Then the editor 
phoned back. This time he was somewhat more sympathetic and promised 
to buy me a beer if he ever met me. | think that he believed my side of the 
story but since the only proof was the girl's identification (which she 
demured a bit when she found out that there was going to be trouble) the 
editor had to swallow his reporter's story and since | wasn't about to sue 
anybody | guess he was somewhat relieved and decided to get onto other 
business. 

Meanwhile, Ernie and | still hadn't tracked down the job. The editor 
didn't seem to know about this either. The upshot of the whole affair was 
that Ernie and | were never able to either track down any people that were 
hiring diggers for the St. Laurence Seaway project. However | can't end this 
vignette without relating what happened a few years later when | did a 
follow-up on the whole incident. | found out that there were actually jobs 
involving moving cemetery remains along with the markers and so on. | 
found this out from another friend who did some engineering work for the 
Seaway project, but he was unable to tell me what the pay was for this 


chore. | phoned the reporter several years later to see if he would finally 
admit to his part in the events. | managed to speak to them on the 
telephone but he alleged that he couldn't remember anything about the 
incident even though he was almost fired because of it. That denial just 
told me that he was indeed the culprit who put that ad in the paper. The sad 
thing about the incident was that at that time people were desperate for 
work and | had phone calls every day for two weeks afterward and then 
even some three four weeks after the actual ad. | had irate wives phoning 
me asking me why | didn't have the job anymore and so on. | had a few 
threatening calls but | managed to diffuse them by either relating the actual 
truth about the matter or just referring them to the newspaper. | still have 
some of the tape recordings of a few of these conversations. | kept them 
because the whole affair was so bizarre. 

| lost touch with Ernie for a while as | did with my other friends when 
| took employment in the USA. Upon my return to Canada | would always 
stay in touch with Ernie and my other friends. Ernie subsequently lost his 
job drafting and he got a job as a light bulb salesman-selling industrial 
bolts. He gave me some samples and | think at this writing | still have one 
or two of them that still work! His son, whom he had brought over when he 
was a little baby had grown up into a very tall, young man. Ernie was very 
fond of him and used to speak of him quite often so it was a great shock 
when he phoned me one day to tell me that his son had died. | was 
speechless. | didn't know what to say. | mention this event again because | 
believe it really helped foment breaking up his marriage. | didn't see much 
of Ernie after this. | would speak to him sporadically and when | moved to 
my house in Roxboro he would occasionally visit for a jam session or a 
meal. But when | had my retinal detachment and was laying in the hospital, 
Ernie was one of the few people that came to see me. Ernie also had 
familiarity with the Royal Victoria Hospital as he had been in a very bad car 
accident-just outside the hospital actually and had been seriously injured 
and had spent a long time recuperating. He knew his way around the 
hospital. All of this transpired when | was in the States working. 

At one point Ernie managed to get a job driving a cab. One night he 
picked up this customer who began to act very weird and was rambling ina 
drunken fashion. He started to make some remarks about killing cabdrivers 
or some such thing and just alerted Ernie who started to get his car door 
ready for a quick exit. He had picked up the fare near the waterfront and 
some railroad tracks. His rider suddenly produced a gun! Ernie, viewing 
this in his mirror, stepped on the gas, headed for the railroad tracks and 
exited his vehicle, throwing himself on the ground. The rear tire barely 
missed his head as it flew by with untold speed. Ultimately the taxi hit the 
tracks and plowed into a railroad car. The passenger was injured and was 
out of commission. When the police arrived to sort everything out they 
found that the passenger was a wanted gangster and Ernie was exonerated 
from any charges but because of the damages he was let go. He had a few 
jobs and finally ended up as an actor. He was hired occasionally as an 


extra but when he worked the pay was adequate enough to sustain him. | 
would see him from time to time and he would regale me with his acting 
exploits. He used to joke that if they needed a bum, a wino or some other 
black transigent they would call upon Ernie and he would have to trundle 
off usually at 5 AM in the morning for shooting. He gave me a videotape 
that was made from a short that he did and | was surprised how good he 
was on camera. He also introduced me to some producer and director 
types but | was suitably unimpressed. | found them shallow and all of them 
alleged that they were fans of jazz but hey had little or no knowledge of the 
music whatsoever. Ernie continued acting until he died. He lived in a 
succession of apartments and ended up in a tiny basement apartment 
around the Snowdon area. The rent was cheap but in the wintertime the 
apartment was not insulated properly so he had to use the heat from his 
gas stove. My friend Jacques was appalled and vowed to get him out of 
there and even started buying lottery tickets hoping that he could win some 
money which he would pass on to Ernie. | bought Ernie a sweater and 
Ernie managed to acquire an electric blanket. Every time we would go to 
see him in the winter we would all be freezing. Ernie would always offer us 
a beer or a drink. He was extremely generous. 

| recall one incident when | needed a place to stay. At that time Ernie 
was in a large apartment and offered to put me up for the few days that | 
required. | took him up on the offer and when | arrived | was appalled to see 
that Ernie had just finished scrubbing the floors and tidying up the place 
for my benefit. Furthermore, | had no money but he shared with me his last 
can of tuna and cantaloupe melon insisting that | eat the seeds as they 
were good for me. His dog had just died so he was kind of down in the 
mouth but | always appreciated his generosity. Every now and again he 
would phone me and apprise me of some article that he read about eye 
troubles. Ernie would pass this information on to me hoping that it might 
improve my vision somehow. | found that very thoughtful. 

When we began our weekly basement sessions, Ernie would 
sometimes attend and play trumpet. Jacques would usually pick him up in 
his car and take him back home when we were done. On occasion Jacques 
and Ernie would insist on doing some chores for me. Jacques would mow 
the lawn and Ernie would help and one day painted the eaves outside of my 
house. Other times Ernie would tag along and help Jacques and me with a 
shopping. 

Ernie had one bad habit and it was smoking. He could not give it up 
and unfortunately he missed out on a very good job. | had a friend who was 
looking for a man to look after his house. This friend traveled all over the 
place and he needed someone that he could trust to maintain his primary 
residence. | apprised Ernie of the situation and asked him if he were 
interested. He said that he was and so an interview was set up. Alas, my 
friend's wife hated smoking and anything to do with cigarettes and could 
not offer the job to Ernie although they told me that they were very 
impressed with him and had it not been for the smoking he would have 


been hired. Ernie took the rebuff stoically and | was quite disappointed 
because his new abode would have been far superior to the dump that he 
was in. Ernie finally managed to find suitable quarters in another section of 
town and the last time | saw him he seemed to be fairly well off and not 
freezing all the time at least. But several months later he developed the flu. 
| telephoned him and he seemed to be okay. Some weeks went by-I was 
busy on some project intending to some home construction matters that 
were urgent. | decided to give Ernie a call and to my chagrin the phone had 
been disconnected. This worried me considerably and so | managed to get 
a hold of his wife who informed me that Ernie had succumbed to the flu 
and had died! What a shock this was after all the years that we had known 
one another. | was not able to attend the funeral but | did manage to 
express my condolences to his family. Ernie had relatives in the USA and 
on occasion would go to New York and stay with relatives. He knew most 
of the jazz musicians there and kept me apprised of all of the gossip. When 
we would go to concerts together some of the jazz musicians would 
recognize Ernie and always speak to him asking him how he was doing and 
so forth. I'm sure that if he had practiced his trumpet more and not try to 
seek day jobs, he would have been more successful. | remember being 
quite impressed with his playing when | first met him back in the 50s. He 
had good information, had a good idea of bebop at that time but as time 
wore on his technical ability on the trumpet had waned. This | put down to 
his having to make a living the old-fashioned way rather than a lack of 
talent. 

| cannot end this chapter without emphacizing Ernie’s charitable 
nature. He was a great friend and generous beyond a fault. He never 
displayed any rancor towards other races or try to blame others for his 
misfortunes. The subject of racism would never come up except as a joke. 
Come to think of it, we never discussed the issue, since it wasn’t an issue 
for us. Ernie was never very rich and usually only had the shirt on his back, 
which he would gladly give to any friend of his if they needed it. What more 
can you say about someone’s generousity? My son was quite taken by him 
when he was little and would often tell me that he wished that Ernie could 
be a second daddy. | really regret that | could not do more for him. Both 
Jacques and | felt the same way but life, being what it is, has a way of 
preventing or diverting best intentions. | miss Ernie’s insights and humor 
and regret that his sojourn on our ball of mud was not more fulfilling or 
pleasant. 


Chapter 10-Bruce 


| first met Bruce just after moving into my new house in Roxboro. My 
wife had asked the builder of our house if she could try to sell the other 
houses that he had built next to ours. The builder gave her permission and 
Bruce happened to be one of the clients that had looked at the houses. 
Bruce decided to buy the one three doors away from us. Although my wife 
did not get the sale | had a chance to meet Bruce and after a bit of palaver 
we hit it off. Bruce was a war veteran and had been in the Canadian Army 
ending up as a sergeant. He was married to a Canadian girl, Marion, and 
they had four children-three girls and a boy. The boy was the eldest and at 
that time was around seven years of age as | remember. 

Bruce worked as a commercial artist at this juncture, sharing an 
office with another artist. Most of their work entailed illustrations of various 
products such as Tupperware, cleaning products and so on. | found Bruce 
to be very generous with his time and | recall him giving away a lot of 
Tupperware that were provided as models for his illustrations. Both Bruce 
and his wife loved to talk and | spent many hours indulging in this exercise 
with both his wife and him. At first | did not interact with Bruce or his 
children as he was very active in the community. He refereed Junior 
hockey and his son became quite proficient at the sport. My circle of 
friends, for the most part, were involved mostly with the musical scenes. 
Hence, our paths did not cross all that frequently. 

However, and incident occurred that was a bit bizarre. While on the 
ice, during a game, Bruce got in the way of the action and was knocked to 
the ice breaking his collar bone. When he arrived home, his wife never 
lifted a finger for him and | was told even chastised him for being clumbsy 
on the ice. These verbal tidbits were delivWered, of course, when Bruce 
was in agonizing pain. When | heard about this, | began to suspect that 
Marion was not a sympathetic person nor did she seem to be a good wife. 

Then one day | received a frantic call from Marion, who was grief 
stricken because her oldest daughter was doing badly in mathematics. 
Bruce asked me if | could check her out and maybe tutor her a bit. "No 
problem,” said |. "However, | would like to question her first to see where 
the problem lies." 

A time was set and | walked down to Bruce's house and was ushered 
into the living room. His daughter and wife were there awaiting my arrival 
and the first thing | did was to ask the daughter how much 9x8 was. Before 
she could answer Marion blurted out some nonsense so | asked another 
question about her course at school. The daughter opened her mouth to 
say something but before she could get anything out her mother was 
answering the question. | then inquired about her teacher and again her 
mother responded. | couldn't help saying, "It seems we have a 
ventriloquism act." This evoked some laughter from the daughter and then 
| told Marion politely to keep quiet. This only took effect when Bruce 
appeared and told Marion to leave me alone with the daughter. After a 


couple of tutoring sessions and the use of flash cards, the daughter 
seemed to improve somewhat. But | detected some animosity between the 
daughter and her mother which will manifest itself later as | will explain. 

Although | saw both Marion and Bruce frequently we really did not 
interact sociallyd all that much. Every now and then | would be invited to 
some party with the growing kids and | would hammer away on the piano 
for their amusement but my son was only socially interactive with Bruce's 
children occasionally. 

When Bruce’s children grew a little older he somehow acquired a 
dog. This dog’s name was Lucas. Lucas grew to be fairly large and 
weighed about 85 pounds. He loved the children and everybody seemed to 
be happy with Lucas except Marion. Marion tolerated Lucas for the kids’ 
sake. Lucas sported a long tail and when in Bruce’s living room, he would 
sweep any objects lying on tables on to the floor. He also had a voracious 
appetite and gobbled up any orts and lots of dogfood. Unfortunately, his 
digestive system would enable him to expel these huge farts that would 
knock your socks off. | was invited to one of Bruce’s parties and Lucas was 
there. Lucas managed to goss us all out. | finally had to leave because of 
the stench. Of course, everyone thought this highly amusing. 

Bruce and Marion decided to take a trip with the kids and he asked 
me if | would look after Lucas. | assured him this would not be a problem. | 
spoke too soon. As soon as | walked in the house the first day, Lucas 
bolted out the door and ran down my street until he was out of sight. | 
panicked, oc course, and | did not know what to do. So, | sat down on the 
park bench right across from my house trying to think of a solution. | 
looked up and there was Lucas panting in front of me. He had a good run 
and seemed to be satisfied. We walked a bit and | fed him. The next day or 
the day after (I forget exactly which), | entered Bruce’s house but Lucas 
didn’t seem to be around. | called to him. There was no answer. | looked 
high and low for him everywhere in the house-still, no Lucas. | panicked 
again. What should | do? | finally phoned Bruce. He had given me an 
emergency number. Bruce laughed and told me that it was impossible for 
Lucas to get out of the house. Then Bruce said that Lucas had a way of 
scruncbing under the bed in a shadow so that he was barely visible. | 
checked the location and sure enough, there was Lucas. Needless to say, | 
was greatly relieved. | took him out for a run and fed him. Bruce came 
home and took over and Lucas seemed to be OK. 

Then another time Lucas had not been seen for hours. Sometimes he 
would run around, but he would always return to play with the kids. Bruce 
phoned me to see if | had seen Lucas. | had not. Later, it became apparent 
that Lucas was missing. What could have happened? All the neighbors 
were looking high and low for that dog but he was nowhere to be found. 
Two or three days went by-still no Lucas. Then about a week later, a 
scratch was heard at Bruce’s front door. It was Lucas. His claws were all 
bleeding and he looked very skinny and tired. Someone had obviously 
taken him somewhere far away and dumped him, thinking that this would 


be the end of Lucas. | always suspected that Marion had done this, but | bit 
my tongue. Later, Bruce told me that he thought that this might be the 
case. 

One day while teaching at the girl's school | was accosted by one of 
the teachers who asked me if | knew somebody that would be able to draw 
a picture of the spaceship described in Gulliver's travels. She figured that 
because | was a math teacher | would somehow know how to properly 
describe the spaceship visually. | told her that | would try and | took the 
book home with me and the thought suddenly occurred to me that Bruce 
was just the fellow to help me with this. So, on Sunday | walked over to his 
place and he and his family were in the kitchen just finishing brunch. When 
| started to inquire about the possibility of a drawing the family 
conveniently disappeared and Bruce decided to do a rough sketch. He also 
decided to use the kitchen floor as a sort of easel. We spent two or three 
hours working and fetching different artistic tools to complete the drawing. 
| was amazed at his facility and alacrity in including all of the 
measurements and more or less drawing the spaceship to scale. This was 
done on a large sheet of paper-nothing fancy but some sort of paper that 
artists use for sketching. The finished project was satisfactory but there 
were a few marks on the edge of the paper where he had tested out some 
colors. | thanked him profusely and he rolled up the paper and | gave it to 
the teacher on Monday to show to her class. | completely forgot about the 
drawing and | just assumed that after the teacher got through with it she 
would toss it away. Not so, for about a week later she again accosted me in 
the hall and asked me if | wanted it back. Well, | looked at it again and I saw 
that it wasn't too bad a drawing and maybe with a frame it would be 
presentable as a picture. Also, when | began to reflect on it, it was sort of a 
token of our friendship since Bruce had asked for no remuneration 
although he had spent considerable time and effort on the project. This 
was another reason not to toss it. So, | went to a picture frame outfit and at 
the time they had a sale on framing with non-reflective glass and | had it 
framed. It hangs in my condo to this day. 

Subsequent to this event Bruce and | became friendlier and we 
began sharing intimacies as male friends do. Bruce would also regale me 
with stories of his adventures during World War Il. He had become an Army 
scout in one of the vehicles which he shared with a fellow Canadian. 

One day | went down to visit him and | found a plethora of kids 
running around and a strange fellow who was in the house with Marion. | 
detected an uneasy feeling for some reason and being the suspicious 
character that | am the thought crossed my mind that there was some 
hanky-panky going on. Maybe it was the body language, the expressions 
on their faces, whatever, but | came away thinking that something was 
amiss. | knew both Marion and Bruce quite well having talked with both of 
them many times and you just know when someone is out of sorts when 
they have a problem. | was introduced to this fellow by Marion who 
explained that he and his wife and their four children had come to visit 


them and were staying for a few days. Bruce was off the scene and most 
likely was at work. | did not broach the subject at that time since | did not 
want to cause any trouble. However, a few weeks later | went again to see 
Bruce. Marion was in the kitchen sewing with the girls but some of her 
remarks seemed to be disparaging Bruce. Again | got the impression that 
something was definitely wrong and after a few other incidents | decided to 
ask Bruce about this. What he told me was a big shock to me. He stated 
that he had been sleeping on the couch for the past two years! He had been 
relegated to this position by his wife who subtly phased him out of the 
bedroom. 

Prior to this Bruce and | had many discussions. Eventually these 
discussions would gravitate towards women and sex and Bruce had been 
around. Sometimes he would comment about this Icelandic woman that he 
and his partner had hired and | used to tease him and cajole him trying to 
get him to fulfill his lust for this woman. | managed to get a look at her and | 
found her extremely fetching. | could not understand why Bruce was being 
so faithful. | told him that there had to be a lover in the background since 
my experience with women had been such that when they cut you off they 
usually had ome other partner in the offing. Bruce kept assuring me that 
this was not the case-that he was certain there was no other man in the 
picture. | kept insisting that there had to be. Finally | told him there was one 
sure way to find out and that was to puta’ tap on his phone. At first he 
demured but one day he approached me and decided that this might be a 
good idea. | installed the tape recorder in his basement and nothing 
happened for a week. Bruce was just about to remove the tape recorder 
when my suspicions were corroborated. The fellow that | had suspected 
was the culprit and Marion was having an affair with this fellow. Bruce was 
crushed. | tried my best to console him but | could see that he was really 
hurt. Now also in my experience (with both Mervin and Jacques), for 
example, it was alleged that the cure for a bad experience with one woman 
was to take up with another one. And, of course, if one was lucky enough 
to have some “backups” the problem was tremendously diminished. | 
badgered Bruce a bit, telling him to seduce the Icelandic girl. At first he 
was hesitant but in due course | saw a big smile on his face and | knew the 
deed was done. As it turned out later this girl really helped Bruce through 
some hard times and the relationship was mutual because after they 
stopped seeing one another for an extended period of time, Bruce helped 
the Icelandic girl through her alcoholism. It seems that years of drinking 
finally got to her and she had to join AA. But they remained the best of 
friends and this girl helped Bruce immeasurably in his old age. 

Bruce was a great procrastinator and sometimes it got the better of 
him. He would keep postponing a job until the very last minute and then he 
would have to stay up all night to finish it for the next morning. He would 
be paid most of the time by check which was usually forthcoming three or 
four weeks after the job had been completed so he was always behind in 
his payments and had to go to a fellow veteran who was a bank manager to 


get funds. One of his daughters finally took over the accounting chores 
and also made out bills for Bruce since he would forget sometimes to 
charge the individuals for the job! Most of the time during the day when his 
kids were at school he would be running around helping people and 
visiting friends or war buddies, but very seldom applying himself except at 
the last minute to the various projects that brought in money. He and his 
partner had to give up the office that they shared and Bruce, for a while, 
worked in the office of a big company. The company eventually downsized 
and Bruce had to find new quarters for his artistic endeavors. He chose to 
work out of his house and that decision proved reasonably successful 
except that his jobs, although lucrative, were few and far between. 

Meanwhile, Bruce was now convinced of his wife's unfaithfulness 
and so sought a lawyer friend of his who, upon hearing about the tapes, 
assured him that there would be no problem in getting a divorce, keeping 
his children and the house. Bruce did not act immediately. | think that he 
did not want to traumatize his children and so he procrastinated and did 
not bring a court action immediately. Also, | think he may have considered 
that there might be hope for his marriage if he just waited. My wife later 
informed me that Bruce was really upset-more so than | had envisioned 
and had several crying sessions with my wife. | also learned later that 
Marion had strayed once before from the fold after the first 10 years of their 
marriage. Marion’s father, still alive at that time, had taken a very dim view 
of this and had sided with Bruce and things were patched up. Marion's 
father really liked Bruce and he did not want his daughter to divorce Bruce. 

Unfortunately for Bruce, his lawyer friend died. Not only that, but the 
marriage laws in Québec had also changed. The tapes were of little use 
now. In the interim, Marion had moved out and Bruce took over the chores 
of bringing up his children. Marion had also discovered the tape recorder 
due to some trouble on the Bell telephone line, completely unrelated to the 
phone tapping. She seized my tape recorder and | had a devil of a time 
getting it back. She also moved out of the house with her newfound lover 
and her lover's wife also moved out with their four children. What a mess! 
Bruce was making all sorts of threats and even considered some physical 
violence, for which | would not blame him but he finally calmed down and | 
think that his new girlfriend had a lot to do with this. When the dust finally 
settled, Bruce seemed to be doing an excellent job with the children but 
when they were at school he didn't have too much to do so he would gad 
about visiting friends and assisting them with various chores when 
required. | had numerous visits with him and he loved Crown Royal so | 
would always have a bottle handy in case he showed up. When he did we 
would really shoot the shit but mostly | would listen to his war experiences. 
| would also pester him when I needed something and he would always 
respond. 

Bruce was a godsend during my wife's illness. She spent a whole lot 
of time in the hospital after her transplant and after dialysis later on she 
was not up to cooking anything. Bruce would sometimes cook me some 


chicken livers, other times invite me for supper or we might go out to 
dinner somewhere. Bruce was always good company. He very seldom lost 
his temper and never deprecated you. On occasion | would get the flu or 
some other pest that would lay me out for a few days. | had nobody to look 
after me so Bruce would come down and poach some eggs for me or bring 
some soup. He would also help with odd jobs around the house. | 
remember one funny incident. The shower connection had rusted or 
something and rather than spend a lot of money for some plumber I asked 
Bruce if he knew anything about plumbing and he said there was no 
problem he would be down to help me. He immediately started to loosen 
the article in question and all of a sudden water poured out into the 
bathtub. Not expecting this Bruce started to sweat a bit. Meanwhile | was 
breaking up. Then he saw that | wasn't too perturbed so he started to laugh. 
Unfortunately our laughter was not enough to fix the problem. How is he 
going to stop the water from shooting out at 75 pounds per square inch? 
Well, after some farting about he managed to screw in the new piece that 
he had and everything was fixed. Another time some CLSC imbecile came 
over to clean my windows, removing them from the tracks and also 
removing the screens. When four o'clock came around he left and when | 
asked him to replace the Windows he said that he would be back the next 
day. | told him to put the windows back before he left. Before | could grab 
him he was out the door and | was left with all the windows and screens on 
the floor having no idea how to put them back. And with my eyesight there 
was no way that | could accomplish this. | phoned Bruce and he came 
down and figured out how they went in and we were saved from all the 
bugs and other insects that might want to invade our house. Come to think 
of it now | will devote a whole chapter to the CLSC people and my 
experience with them. 

Bruce was an avid fisherman. He loved to go out by himself 
andspend the day or days trying to catch fish. He would always tell me that 
if you wanted to know what someone was like, you should go fishing with 
them. | suppose there is some truth in this belief because my girlfriend, 
also an avid fisherwoman, used to tell me the same thing. Frankly, | am and 
was never interested in fishing. If | wanted to eat fish, | went to the market 
and bought one and gobbled it up. Bruce also loved to paint and 
sometimes would go to a beach in Vermont and spend the day painting. | 
believe that if he had had financial means to live without having to work, he 
might have become a very good artist. 

The commercial art scene was also changing. Computers were 
coming in and a lot of the artistic work was being done by the computer. 
Bruce found fewer and fewer jobs and had to borrow from the bank in order 
to keep himself and his kids afloat. Fortunately, the banks had not yet 
become centralized and the managers still had powers to make decisions 
about loans. His friend, a fellow veteran, happened to be a bank manager 
and so Bruce was in luck. | recall one humorous incident when he asked 
me for a loan. At the time | had some extra money but even if | hadn't | 


would've loaned him the money anyway. He wanted | believe $200. "No 
problem," said I. | immediately produced the money and gave it to him. 
Bruce was elated and he snapped back, "Come on Keith, I'm going to buy 
you dinner!" | was stultified. His generosity was such that he was going to 
blow some of the money the way by giving me a mail! | could not refuse 
and so we went out for supper. But this incident made me realize that 
Bruce was not too adapt at handling money. Furthermore, as time went on, 
| learned that Bruce was not receiving any pension from the government. 
All the veterans that | knew were being compensated for their contributions 
to the war effort. Bruce had spent five years in the Canadian Army, had 
been honorably discharged, had been in action but for some reason was 
denied his pension. | happened to mention this to my friend, Jacques, and 
he immediately contacted his friend who was an active veteran 
investigating veterans pensions troubles. When Jacques's friend heard 
about this his research revealed an error and discrepancy. Subsequent 
investigation and legal wrangling eventually produced a pension for Bruce 
which in my opinion, was long overdue and well-deserved. This effort 
improved Bruce's old age considerably since now he could have his roof 
fixed, his lawn mowed, his house repaired gratis and a reasonable stipend 
so that he could maintain himself. It took a while and the government did 
not realize that Jacques's friend was like a bulldog with a bone. He had 
been captured by the Germans, chained up and tortured. He had no time 
for the government's ignoring any veteran that deserved compensation. 

| had lent Bruce a fair amount of money but | never asked for it. 
Bruce | think really wanted to work it off and he suddenly decided one day 
that | needed my driveway to be coated with some black stuff that he highly 
recommended. The junk that he used was cheap enough but sloshing 
around and swabbing the deck would have cost me considerably for labor. 
Bruce told me that he would be glad to do it and so | told him that he could 
knock off a part of the debt. He thought this was a fine idea and so | had a 
new driveway. Bruce was very generous with his time and he used to cut 
the neighbors’ grass sometimes or do some repairs for them. His garage 
was chock-full of neighbor’s boats, bicycles, garden tools and all sorts of 
junk. He had to park his car outside of the garage because it was all full of 
other people's truck! One neighbor even left his boat there after moving 
away! 

As the years passed by his children either married or found some 
significant other and obtained successful jobs. One girl stayed home and 
looked after his finances and was a very good companion to Bruce. | would 
go for long walks with this girl and we became very friendly. She did some 
illustration work for me in a book | wrote but she eventually moved away 
with the fellow that she had met. This seemed to have a deleterious effect 
on Bruce. He essentially was a loner but he really loved his children and | 
guess when the last daughter left, it must have been very disconcerting, to 
say the least. | kept in touch with him all this time of course, and my 
girlfriend kept telling me that she thought that he would deteriorate. She 


was very observant and she noticed that physically he was changing-not 
for the better. | pooh-poohed this idea for a while but | had to admit that 
indeed, Bruce did seem to be more depressed. He also had taken in a 
friend for a while whose wife had run off with some younger fellow. 
Fortunately, this friend recovered very quickly upon finding a new and 
better partner and he ended up buying one of the local stores. 

Bruce complained to me several times about having "anxiety 
attacks." He blamed this on his wife's constant telephoning and interfering 
with his life. | suggested that might be something physiological. He 
dismissed this idea but | suspected that he might have some sort of heart 
problem. This suspicion turned out to be correct for the next thing | knew 
Bruce was in the hospital having a triple bypass. | went to see him. All his 
children were there and | was shocked to see how debilitated he was. Later 
he told me with graphic descriptions what had transpired in the hospital. 
He went through hell and to make matters worse when they took a vein out 
of his leg for his bypass, the doctor screwed up and they operated two 
more times on his leg trying to fix the mistake. They only succeeded in 
making it worse and for the rest of Bruce's life he had pain in that leg and 
sometimes would be limping. He would awaken in the middle of the night 
with excruciating pain in his leg-some cramp or other was the cause and he 
was told to drink OJ to replace potassium or sodium. At this time Jacques 
and | would buy oranges weekly from the fruit market and | would squeeze 
a glass of OJ and take it down to Bruce. He would keep this in his fridge 
and when the pain would arrive he could drink the juice and hopefully 
relieve the pain. 

All of these horrors did not change Bruce's good humor all that 
much and we had many phone conversations, most of which would send 
me into peals of laughter. | miss these conversations. | noticed however 
that his immediate memory was fading a bit but he could remember events 
that happened in his childhood, for example. | later learned from his son 
that he got lost coming home from downtown Montréal ending up in the 
Valleyfield or some other place and his son had to fetch him. But all this 
time when | was unable to cajole my son to help get food or if my friends 
were not available, Bruce would always comes through and would take me 
to this big Loblaw's and we would spend over an hour getting food. Bruce 
would not only push the basket but also he would stop at some item or 
other and start extolling its virtues and begging me to try out this 
wonderful food. This was all very amusing but | noticed that if we spent too 
long a time in the grocery his leg would start to act up and more often than 
not he would end up hobbling out to his car and later going through great 
agony helping me tote in all of the goodies that we had purchased for the 
week. 

| eventually moved away from Roxboro but | kept in contact with 
Bruce via telephone and as time passed | noticed his voice changing and 
becoming feebler. He told me that he was thinking about going into a home 
that his son had found for him. He tried to convince me that he was okay 


with this, but | knew better. Bruce was a fiercely independent soul and his 
wife never did succeed expelling him from his house even though the 
divorce judgment that he received allowed her to receive half the money's 
from the sale of the house. His ex-wife wanted desperately to sell the house 
because she claimed that she needed the funds to maintain her lifestyle. 
Bruce's children took a dim view of this and | heard that they actually 
threatened their mother, telling her that if she proceeded with this 
legislation that they would not want to see her anymore. Later, when 
Bruce's war pension was finally sanctioned, there was also a law which 
prohibited anybody from extricating him from his abode. Thus, Bruce was 
safe from any source of eviction as long as he lived. 

Bruce finally succumbed to the Grim Reaper just before he was to 
enter the old man's home. | firmly believe that constant stress put upon him 
by his ex-wife had a lot to do with his early demise. Despite his war 
experiences, he was generally in good health and his mother and sister 
lived to ripe old ages and up to that time that his daughter left him | would 
have sworn that he would've lived to a ripe old age of 90 at least. 

Bruce was a great friend and | particularly remember on the day that 
my wife died, Bruce had come over to take her to the hospital. My wife was 
suffering greatly and had been in great pain the whole weekend. On 
Sunday she really had taken a turn for the worse and finally acceeded to 
my pleas wanting her to go to the hospital. Bruce was not immediately 
available as he was running an errand for somebody but upon returning he 
came over to drive my wife to the hospital. My wife had just showered and 
laid down on her bed to rest a bit before Bruce arrived. While awaiting 
Bruce's arrival | looked in on my wife and she seemed to be snoozing so | 
did not bother to wake her. | decided to do that when Bruce showed up. He 
finally arrived and he went into the bedroom to fetch my wife and he 
emerged with a very grim look on his face. He said to me, "Keith, | think 
she's dead." 

| was devastated. Bruce returned to the bedroom and started giving 
my wife's CPR. He tried this for 10 or 15 minutes but it was of no use. Bruce 
comforted me as best he could and also drove me over to the funeral parlor 
where she had been taken. | signed her up for cremation and her relatives 
wanted a church ceremony which my wife did not really request but | 
figured that to keep peace | would allow this. Later we had a burial 
ceremony in the backyard in her garden but Bruce did not attend. | know 
why. He had great affection for my wife and he had done everything that he 
could for her when she was alive and for me as well. So what was the point 
in “paying last respects" when the person who died can't appreciate it 
anyway? | am not much into funerals either since | feel that if you really like 
or love someone the time to "pay your respects" is when they're alive and 
kicking. 

| miss Bruce as | do my other close friends. He always gave me good 
advice, never told tales out of school, was essentially a very decent human 


being and | sure miss those phone conversations that we used to have. 
They were full of humor and sometimes great stories or information. 

Before | end this chapter | have to stress that a lot of people like 
Bruce whom | have met, that are mild-mannered and good-natured does 
not mean that they will take crap from anybody. | saw Bruce go after a man 
that had threatened his son one time and it was a good thing that this man 
boogied out the back door of his establishment before Bruce could get his 
hands on him. While in the Army Bruce had done a little boxing and | 
believe had won some title or other so I'm sure he could handle his dukes. 
He very seldom got irate but when he did he meant business. Another time 
he drove me down to a computer store as a favor and upon my walking into 
the store one of the salesmen who recognized me, started to chastise me 
for something. This upset Bruce and before | could say anything he was 
yelling at the guy and threatened to box his ears. The whole store got very 
quiet and the salesmen decided to keep quiet and become very friendly. | 
was a bit shocked but | was glad that he had done this. The salesmen had a 
very red face and the customers were quiet for about 10 minutes. | 
completed my business and we left. | don't know why people think they can 
take advantage of these mild-mannered types or for that matter, why do 
they want to take advantage at all? 


Chapter 11-Jacques 


During the 50s and early 60s | supplemented my income by playing 
piano jobs. It was on one of these that | met Jacques. This particular job as 
| recall, took me way up into the Laurentians and at first the rarefied 
atmosphere made me slightly dizzy before | got used to it. | usually shied 
away from commercial jobs preferring to play on jobs where the customers 
expected jazz. Unfortunately these jobs were infrequent and usually paid 
less. This particular job had me accompanying some horn player and a 
drummer and bass player. The latter individual fancied himself an 
experienced jazz musician and started to pick on the drummer. Generally 
speaking | never fancied drummers that much but | found this drummer 
had a jazz and bebop feel which was sadly lacking in the bass player. So | 
intervened on the drummer's behalf and verbally put the bass player in his 
proper place. | managed to do this without too much animosity and the 
other members that were with us agreed with me and | managed also to 
placate everybody with some humor as well. The drummer was Jacques 
and we sort of hit it off and | found myself working with him on a semi- 
steady basis. Our friendship grew and soon we were socializing with one 
another. I even recall going over to his house for supper a few times and 
meeting his mother and father. But as | was traveling to and from the 
United States we did not have social contact except when | would return to 
Montréal. In the interim Jacques had found himself a wife and before | knew 
it he had sired five children. 

When | moved into my house in Roxboro | met his wife, who was also 
French-Canadian and my wife and she got along famously. Jacques was of 
small stature, slightly endomorphic and | found out had been brought up 
on a farm before moving to the city. We used to attend jam sessions 
together and he was too shy to play with me on most professional 
engagements-by that | mean concerts or more formal situations. He was 
aware of his own limitations as a drummer but he was always willing to fill 
in if | couldn't find someone else to do the particular job. My friend, Don, 
had decided to throw in the musical towel and he joined the business 
establishment preferring a steady income to the sporadic and meager 
amounts that he would collect on jazz gigs. In the early 60s | had occasion 
to play a gig at Lafontaine Park and | asked Jacques to play drums but he 
insisted that | use another drummer and so | did. As it happened we were 
supposed to play outside but it rained just before we were to play and we 
had to go inside to finish the job. In the late 50s and all during the 60s 
Jacques and | worked more or less steadily on the weekends with a 
trumpet player. This fellow was a very nice gentleman who played one tune 
excellently and that was the tune "Misty." He used this composition as his 
theme song and each job that we played he would always open and close 
with that tune. During the day he was the chief salesman for 7-Up, Coca- 
Cola and other well-known soft drinks. This provided him with intimate 
contact with all the bar owners on his run and he would use this 


opportunity to employ us on the weekends. He was a very good boss and 
he allowed us to play as much just as we wanted and furthermore, when 
the bosses complained (as they sometimes did) about our music and 
threatened expelling us, he would always take our side and essentially tell 
the boss that if he didn't like it he could find some other group. He could do 
this because he always had other places lined up in case of these 
situations arising. 

Due to my own circumstances | was unable to work as steadily with a 
trumpet player as Jacques was. Jacques was pretty well guaranteed the 
stipend that he received each weekend from his jobs with his trumpet 
player friend. Jacques was in constant financial need due to his having five 
children. Jacques had moved way over to the east end of Montréal to rent 
or buy a duplex because at that time it was a lot cheaper to live in that 
section of the city. | visited him several times and the years seemed to fly 
by. | recollect one visit where his older daughter had blossomed out into a 
very fetching 15-year-old. His younger daughter was around 10 and 
Jacques wanted me to be her godfather. The Catholic Church forbad this 
and so it was not to be. Later on the oldest daughter married young and 
inevitably went through a bitter divorce and | was shocked to see her years 
later and observe the physical changes that had taken place. The younger 
daughter had better luck with her spouse but | have to relate an incident 
that was so appalling to me that | could not believe it. Jacques laughed 
about it. | did not find it that funny. The younger daughter had married a 
well-off accountant and Jacques used to go over to their abode inevitably 
ending up performing some household chore or other manual labor such 
as painting, mowing the lawn or fixing something. Needless to say, he was 
not compensated for this labor. One day the daughter asked Jacques to 
help her pick out a present for her husband on fathers day! It didn't occur 
to his daughter of course, that her father was Jacques, not her husband! 
This was so de trop that it even shocked my sensibilities. My friend Wilkie 
and | found this behavior typical as | will relate later on. 

Jacques had a very good job at the Québec Natural Gas company 
and had worked himself up into a managerial position. This job had also 
given him an insight into the actual working conditions of most of the 
famous restaurants in Montréal. In his earlier years he had been called to 
either replace or repair the gas equipment at a number of restaurants. 
Thus, he was privy to what the kitchens were really like, whether they were 
clean, how the food was kept and so on. So when we started our sessions 
in my basement and we’d go out for supper, he would steer us away from 
any establishment that he remembered with the crappy kitchen. Sometimes 
it was quite surprising to learn that such and such a restaurant, rated 
highly for their fare, was actually a health hazard and a dump kitchen-wise. 
One of his tasks as a manager was to supervise the gas meter readers. 
Jacques had originally started out in the Quebec Hydro Electric company. 
He eventually became one of the men in charge of meter readings in a 
particular district. 


One day | got a frantic call from René Thomas, who at that time was 
living in Montréal. It seems that he could find work nowhere, despite the 
fact that he was one of the greatest jazz guitarists in the world. Rene 
appealed to me so that he could feed his wife and daughter. | immediately 
phoned Jacques informing him of Reneé's plight and Jacques told me that 
he might be able to get René a job reading electrical consumption meters. | 
phoned René and he went down to see Jacques and the next thing | knew 
René was dressed up in the electric meter reading uniform. | never actually 
saw Rene in this garb but the thought of him in one of Hydro’s uniforms 
was enough to make me chuckle. Unfortunately, Reneé did not work out 
successfully at that job so Jacques assigned him to painting some objects 
around the plant. He came by a few hours later and found that René had 
managed to paint a one foot square section! René, it seemed, was always 
complaining about his hands and his "group," which as far as anyone 
could tell was nonexistent. It was obvious that Rene had to be terminated 
forthwith and eventually he found some musical work. René was a fabulous 
jazz guitarist, but being Belgian, had a giant attitude problem and so the 
musicians in Montréal did not want to work with him-as good as he was. | 
recall one night when Rene phoned me to work with him at a local café. 
When | inquired as to who the other musicians were, he told me that we 
would be playing as a duo! He was desperate and needed money badly for 
his drug habit. | agreed to play with him and | was amazed at his ability 
when accompanying me as | struggled to play solo style when he laid out. 
He would fill in all the cracks with just the right chords and kept us on track 
all of the time we were playing. He was a first rate jazz musician but with a 
vast knowledge of other styles of guitar playing. There was also a good 
deal of envy as well so Reneé finally ended up going back to play in Europe 
where he eventually succumbed to a bad drug habit, deteriorated musically 
and ultimately died. Had he gone to New York city he might have made out 
a lot better. René did make an LP, which was quite good, and | understand 
that John Coltrane was very interested in hearing and hiring him. But in life 
sometimes, the timing is wrong and that place is wrong-it's just one of 
those things. 

Jacques's kindness was beyond bounds. His father, for some 
reason, traded him with disdain. Jacques's mother was different. She really 
seemed to dote on Jacques and fortunately most of his genes came from 
his mother. Jacques conscientiously looked after his father in his old age 
after his mother died despite his father's constant ill will towards him. The 
last time | saw Jacques's father was when he was 97 years old and still 
running around like a middle-aged man! When he died | don't think he left 
one thing to Jacques. | remember that Jacques was interested in his 
father's gun and | dare say that this wish had some sentimental value for 
him because when he was little they used to hunt woodcock together and 
perhaps his father had treated him a bit better in those days. While on the 
subject of the gun, | might mention that it was a 12 gauge juxtaposed 
Vernet-Caron specially hand engraved with griffons, pheasants and 


woodcocks etc. This made it a collector’s item. His father at this juncture 
was living in a home and he kept the gun under his bed until the people 
there found it there and demanded that he get rid of it forthwith. So what 
did he do? Why he asked his son, Jacques to keep it for him! Although his 
father was 98 years old at the time, he still would not actually give that gun 
to his only son. Jacques never talked about his troubles very much but | 
did manage to elicit some information about his past. 

But if one gets the impression that Jacques was not deeply affected 
by these events | have to relate an incident that occurred on one of my 
birthdays. We happened to have our basement session on the same day 
and it was decided that | would be treated to a free meal at the market near 
where | lived. For that occasion., my girlfriend, Rachel drove up from RDL 
to join us and after | received some presents Jacques, who was seated next 
to Rachel, turned to her with tears in his eyes and declared, “My father 
never gave me anything ever-at Christmas, birthdays, graduation, 
weddings-not even anthing. | had to earn everyuthing | have or strangers 
had to give to me.” 

When | had finally settled down in Roxboro Jacques and | started to 
play weekly in my basement. We went through a series of bass players, 
who for one reason or another, never seemed to be able to make the 
afternoon consistently. We finally found a compatible base player named 
Don and we plaed weekly for a number of years-in fact, until Jacques died. 
When | was living in Pointe Claire Jacques would visit me at least once a 
week and we even managed to get some playing in using my girlfriend at 
that time playing bass lines on the piano. When my wife fell ill and had to 
have a kidney transplant Jacques would call her from time to time to 
comfort her and they conversed in French and that made my wife feel a lot 
better. However, as soon as Jacques had found out that | had moved over 
to the other home he stopped calling. | never realized this until my wife told 
me about it. This was the kind of friend that he was. He did not want me to 
think that he was making moves towards my wife. Everything smoothed 
itself out when | moved back to my home in Roxboro and we commenced 
with the basement sessions. Jacques always put a day aside for our 
session and I can only remember once or twice when he couldn't make it. 

One week when | was in my Pointe Claire abode Jacques and | had 
just finished playing together and | thought Jacques had left. One of the 
neighbors-a very nice looking woman had come to visit me and after 
Jacques left | was making moves. | heard a noise at the window but when | 
turned around | didn't see anybody. It was the middle of winter and it was a 
particularly cold day-about 20 below zero. Something made me cease my 
activities and check outside. It was Jacques! He’d forgotten his car keys 
and was frantically trying to come back and to retrieve them. Of course | let 
him in as he was practically frozen and the neighbor woman decided to 
leave which was okay with me because | didn't seem to be getting 
anywhere anyway. We would sometimes have rehearsals in that basement 
as well and Jacques would always be available. 


When | was teaching in Lachute, the people there decided to put ona 
variety show utilizing the talents of students. Of course | was enlisted when 
they found out that | could play jazz piano. The only trouble was that there 
was no bass player nor drummer that knew the slightest thing about jazz. 
However, one of the students was able to play some electric bass so | 
taught him the changes to a few tunes but | still lacked a drummer. Now 
Jacques had helped me move my chattels into a newly rented apartment in 
Lachute. My wife was in the convalescent home during the week and on 
hemodialysis. | took my son, then nine, with me to Lachute and he attended 
the grade school concomitantly when I| was teaching grade 11 and 12 math. 
It was a tough year since | first had to commute by motorcycle. The trip 
was about 43 miles and as winter came on it became more and more 
difficult to travel. Ultimately | found another teacher in the Catholic school 
who commuted daily and he agreed to take us home every weekend. | 
asked Jacques if he would be kind enough to play drums on the appointed 
night and he acquiesced. We were a hit and the students were quite 
impressed with Jacques's demeanor on the stage. | guess they had never 
seen a real-life jazz musician before this occasion. One thing bugged me 
however and that was the school principal continuously hovering around 
and suspiciously eyeing us trying to see if we were going to smoke pot or 
have something to drink! | almost decided to walk except for the fact that 
the student that | had playing bass was very excited about the whole thing. 
Anyway | was congratulated for a number of days subsequent to the event 
and thanked many times by the teacher that had organized this whole 
affair. | had played without Jacques in an afternoon edition and | was damn 
glad that he made it and supported me for the night's event. It made all the 
difference. 

There was only one time that | can remember Jacques refusing to 
play with me. | was given a job by another piano player (strictly 
commercial) who had a conflict. He had taken another more lucrative job 
while on his usual gig and he called me in desperation to fill in for him. The 
money was good so | agreed. When | went to the job | found a French 
Canadian singer that spoke no English. Not only that but her music had all 
of the chord changes in the Do re mi format which | found very hard to 
interpret. There were just the two of us. | came in about 15 minutes before 
the gig started so | had no time to consult with the singer to agree on 
tunes. Needless to say, the first set was a disaster. Furthermore, the chic 
was over the hill and this made her a bit nasty as well. | phoned Jacques in 
desperation. However, when | told him of my plight he burst out laughing 
and informed me that there was no way he could make it. | phoned him 
several times but he was adamant. No amount of cajoling or pleading 
would sway his resolve to stay home. | managed to get through the second 
set sounding semi-professional. The chief trouble was to find songs that 
we both knew and somehow manage to communicate this knowledge. After 
the third set the house pianist returned to see how | was doing. He took 
over, Thank God. But in every dark cloud... The house piano player ordered 


a roast beef sandwich for me and to this day, | have never tasted a better 
one. The beef practically melted in your mouth. The pianist seemed to be 
happy and he paid me without incident. Jacques was still laughing when | 
described the whole debacle. That was the only time he refused a chance 
to play with me. 

Around this time Jacques had moved from his position in the 
Quebec Hydro to a managerial position in the Québec Natural Gas 
company. He was working very hard trying to make ends meet, feeding his 
wife and five children who were growing up and making more and more 
demands upon him. He seemed to really love his wife. One day however, 
out of the blue, his wife decided to rethink her position and essentially 
turfed him out. When Jacques informed me of this | was shocked and 
appalled. | offered to help in any way but he told me that he was going to 
hole up in some room and not contact anybody except his few best friends. 
| had to admire his fortitude because he never once phoned his wife 
whining to come back like most men do. Instead he toughed it out and 
finally after two or three weeks the wife realized that her little ploy had not 
worked out as she had expected and she had had to make concessions for 
Jacques to return. Indeed, after this there was no more talk about any sort 
of separation and his wife soon realized that she was married to someone 
who was truly a good fellow and she was lucky to have him as a provider 
and husband. My wife also was kind of surprised and disappointed with her 
behavior and | must say | also was a bit pissed at her treatment of Jacques. 
But | must say in her favor that when she heard of my visual problems she 
would always make sure that Jacques looked after me and she gave him 
pointers. It seems that his wife’s father had visual problems and she knew 
about not moving items and making certain that doors were not left half 
open org classes and breakable materials left in places where they could 
be easily knocked off and break on the floor. 

After my wife died the basement sessions continued but now | had a 
further problem in that | needed somebody to help me get food and run 
errands. | had turned the downstairs part into a separate apartment and 
asked my son to live there if he wished. This turned out to be a drastic 
mistake. | should have sensed this when he first started to list conditions. 
My friends and my wife’s relatives talked me into having my son stay with 
me so | acquiesced. Although he had a car he never offered to help me buy 
food. When | asked him if | could ride along with him when he went 
downtown he would resent it. Then his girl friend and future wife moved in 
with him. They broke up and reconciled and all the time they were there 
they complained about the heat or this or that and ultimately we mutually 
decided that my son and his future wife should move out, which they did. 
As soon as they left Jacques asked if he could help me clean up the 
basement. It took us two weeks to clean up everything except the 
bathroom. Neither my son or his girl friend had cleaned up anything during 
the two years that they resided there. Furthermore, they paid no rent at all. 
It took the German cleaning lady two weeks to clean the bathroom so that it 


was usable. | had bought a second hand stove and fridge and installed a 
sink in one of the rooms so | left that intact and | used the fridge for soft 
drinks and beer. The fridge was about 40 years old, but it still worked. 
Jacques was also suitably appalled at the basement condition but rose to 
the occasion but he was a great help and subsequently faithfully came 
once a week to help me with the groceries. He also made certain that when 
we went shopping he would doublecheck every receipt to make sure that | 
wasn't going to be short changed. He found discrepancies in a couple of 
times in the checkout counter of the supermarket. Their bit was to try to 
charge for an extra juice or milk but Jacques caught them every time. We 
would also go to fruit markets and he would make certain that all the 
oranges or grapefruits were hand-picked by himself so that | didn't get any 
fruit that was not fresh. Jacques had a great sense of humor and even did 
some acting in a TV series called "The Plouffe Family." He was always 
cracking jokes with the salesman-especially when they were trying to pawn 
off some item on me that he didn't think was worth the money | was 
supposed to pay for it. 

One day he decided to play a trick on my friend, Mervin. At this 
juncture he was employed with the Québec Hydro and this | have 
heretofore mentioned. Jacques was in charge of the meter readings. He 
phoned Mervin and accused him of not paying his electric bill fast enough. 
Mervin of course, got quite upset. Jacques made him speak in French and 
then insulted his French speaking ability. This infuriated Mervin and he 
started to sputter and rant whereupon Jacques lost it and laughed. Then 
Mervin recognized his laugh and caught on to the joke. Mervin phoned me 
and Jacques had previously informed me that he was going to do this 
having gotten Mervin's phone number from me. Mervin swore to get even 
with him somehow but Mervin died before he could play a joke back on 
Jacques. And of course, every time Jacques and Mervin and | went get- 
together, Jacques would tease Mervin and remind him of the incident. 
Jacques loved to tease people that were pompous and also those that took 
themselves too seriously. My son was a special target of Jacques's aim so 
Jacques would delight in telling ethnic jokes or other types of humor that 
would completely disgust my son. My son would call him a racist which 
would only delight Jacques all the more. Jacques was a separatist but 
never let his political ideology affect our friendship. Jacques had his 
prejudices of course like we all do and we used to argue sometimes about 
politics but he never let his views diminish our friendship. Jacques was 
somewhat enigmatic in that although he held separatist beliefs he hated 
politicians. Jacques was not really a talker but he was a very good listener 
and he received the usual French-Canadian classical education and was an 
avid reader. He had also been exposed to American culture and although 
he spoke English with a French Canadian accent he was well versed in the 
English language and could hold his own in any argument. | must mention 
that Jacques was not very tall so when the two of us were together it was 
almost like the comic strip "Mutt and Jeff." 


When | still had my eyesight and was employed as a teacher in the 
CEGEP educational system, an insurance salesmen came around hawking 
a special deal for teachers. At first | refused their offer and happened to 
mention this to Jacques. He immediately chastised me and argued with me 
for about an hour trying to talk me into getting this insurance. | still refused 
but just as the salesman was leaving the building | happened to accost him 
by chance and suddenly changed my mind figuring what could it hurt and 
Jacques might be right after all. The salesman was quite happy and told me 
that | had made a very wise decision. As it later turned out both he and 
Jacques were correct because that was when | had my first _ retinal 
attachment. Had | not had that insurance | would not have been paid all the 
while | was off work. Indeed | made as much net salary as if | had been 
working for all time | was in the hospital and recuperating at home. This 
was due to the fact that the traveling and living expenses connected to the 
job that | had depleted about a third of what | was getting gross. | am 
certain that had it not been for Jacques's insistence and badgering | would 
have never taken that insurance. Jacques also helped me with my old age 
pension. Because | had worked some time in the United States there was a 
bit of difficulty in receiving my full old-age pension. Jacques was aware of 
all of these rules that applied and so made certain that | was not cheated 
out of any monies. Jacques also helped me with the US Social Security 
benefits, which | had no knowledge of. And | must say after my retinal 
detachments he made certain that he was always available if | needed him. 

Unfortunately, | did need him. | was walking back from the medical 
clinic near my home, having gone there to have a checkup since | was 
feeling very weird and quite weak. | didn't know what was wrong but then 
after examining me, neither did the doctor. | guess it was one of those 
annoying pests that get into some part of my body to wreak havoc until 
your body fights it off. In any case, on the way home | stumbled or maybe 
lost consciousness for a moment and the next thing | knew | was taking a 
header into the pavement. | landed on my left arm but quickly managed to 
pick myself up and stagger home. That night my arm hurt like hell and | 
complained to my girlfriend who was adamant that | should go to the 
hospital emergency room. | thought this was highly unnecessary but she 
managed to describe various possible, horrible consequences that might 
ensue and it scared me enough to consider going to the said emergency 
room. The only trouble was, it was one o'clock in the morning and | 
suggested that | grab a cab or something. My girlfriend told me to phone 
Jacques. | did and he came over to fetch me and stayed with me until 4 AM 
when the doctor could finally see me. The doctor found that | had cracked 
my arm and put on a temporary plaster cast and bandaged it up. Then they 
took a series of x-rays and I had that God damned bandage on my arm for 
about six weeks! But | remember how supportive Jacques was and never 
complained about the fact that he had to hang around for all those hours at 
the hospital. Jacques was full of charity and would do almost anything for 
anybody that was in need. There was another instance when | was using an 


outfit called "Allo Stop." One paid a nominal fee to the organization and 
when one would like to hitch a ride somewhere, Allo Stop would find some 
individual going to your particular destination. This idea saved me a lot of 
money but one day | managed to get a ride with some idiot that would stop 
every 20 minutes for a smoke and then to make matters worse she took a 
wrong turn and ended up way north of Montreal and my particular 
destination. Jacques was supposed to meet me at this place at 6 PM but at 
6 PM | was about an hour away from our meeting place. | figured that he 
wouldn't wait that long and that was not the problem. The problem was that 
| had this giant, heavy suitcase and a part of town where | was to meet him 
was way away from my home in Foxboro. | hadn't the remotest idea how to 
get to Roxboro from the meeting place and my poor eyesight was a 
tremendous handicap since | couldn't read the signs on the buses or 
subway. This meant that | would have to take a taxi if | could find one and 
that would be very expensive to say the least. Anyway, | finally got to that 
destination but it was now almost 2 hours after the meeting time. The bag 
was so heavy that when I was carrying it on my back my knees started to 
wobble so | headed for a bench in the park to reconnoiter and figure out 
what the hell | was going to do next. Then to my utter amazement and 
consternation, | heard a horn honk. | looked up and | heard Jacques's 
voice. | couldn't believe this! He jumped back in the car and drove around 
to where we could pack my bag. When we were safely ensconced in his car 
on our way to Roxboro he told me that he almost left but he decided to 
make one more round before he left and that was the round where he 
espied me. Only a true friend would go through this. 

My friend, Ralph, whom I've written about in another chapter, 
decided to have a reunion of all of the old jazz musicians in Montréal. At 
this time most of them were still alive and the reunion was a great success. 
Fortunately, one of the musicians had the foresight to take a picture of all 
of us that had been active in the jazz scene during the late 40s through to 
the 60s. It was there that | met Willkie, of whom | have written in another 
chapter. As | pointed out in that chapter Wilkie and | became friends and he 
joined our trio sessions that we held weekly in my basement. 

Wilkie was somewhat of a celebrity in Montréal due to the fact that he 
had been the drummer in the Louis Metcalfe band in the 40s and early 50s 
before it broke up. This band played for years and the Café St. Michel in 
Montréal and was world renowned amongst the then upcoming and 
established bebop musicians. These same musicians when visiting 
Montréal would always go to the Café St. Michel where they would jam, 
continuing until the early hours of the morning. Thus, Wilkie had 
hobnobbed with most of the famous musicians of the day and even spent 
some time in New York City where he roomed for a while with Lenny Bruce. 
Although he had retired he loved to sometimes sit in with us and | think 
Jacques was quite impressed with Wilkie since he had been one of the 
biggest fans of bebop in its early days. We had a few bass players but 
eventually settled with Don, who played electric bass and could read my 


chord changes sufficiently. Also he got along very well with Jacques and 
furthermore enjoyed playing with him since like me, he felt that Jacques 
had a certain bebop feel to his playing. Actually all four of us got along 
famously. And what's more important we all enjoyed the sessions 
immensely and after each session we would go to eat someplace together. 
Now this reminds me of my stay at a small town in Florida where I had been 
employed. We had not yet found a suitable place to live and we stayed in 
this motel temporarily. This got boring so for lack of something better to do 
| gravitated towards this club that housed all these old folks. They 
wondered what | was doing there but there was another piano player, an 
old-time stride player with whom | became acquainted and he was 
fascinated with the new harmonies that bebop employed. His acceptance of 
my presence sort of broke the ice and | soon found myself playing chess 
and bridge with the old fogeys. After a few weeks four of us had sort of 
settled into a bridge foursome and we all seemed to get along together. 
None of us are Eli Culbertsons, but somehow we enjoyed each other's 
company. Now the funny thing was that if any of the foursome were not 
present on a particular night, none of us would play bridge, even though 
there were other bridge players willing to be fourths. It was just that we all 
felt comfortable with one another playing. And this was the same for 
Jacques and Don and myself. Believe me, we tried playing with other 
people but there was always some aggravation. Although Wilkie did not 
play in these sessions he always agreed with our assessments. Sometimes 
we would play for two or three hours in one sitting without a break. At the 
beginning of our sessions | used to go over to the corner store and 
purchase a case of beer. Don didn't drink that much but Jacques, being a 
good French-Canadian, would imbibe and as the afternoon wore on his 
drumming would get louder and louder. This would amuse Don and myself 
but it never bothered us since we were having so much fun. One day while 
with Jacques purchasing the beer, Jacques asked me, “Are you drinking 
any of the beer?" 

| had to admit that | didn't imbibe that much but it didn't matter. 
Jacques replied that it did matter since | was paying for the bear all the 
time. This seemed to bother him so from then on he bought his own beer 
but eventually he decided to either not drink at all or just to have one bottle 
or so. Jacques also acted as a taxi without being paid any fare, of course, 
transporting not only Wilkie, but any of the other musicians who needed 
transportation. We used this one bass player, who shall remain nameless, 
that played with us for a number of weeks as Don was then unavailable. 
This fellow never seemed to have any money so Jacques would pay for his 
supper when we would frequent some establishment to eat after our 
session. This practice got on my nerves so finally even though it was none 
of my business, | told the guy to bring his own lunch. He acquiesced and 
brought something to eat in a brown paper bag and then proceeded to 
mooch a drink or other fare from Jacques, whose soft heart would not 
allow him to enjoy his food seeing the plight of the bass player. | didn't 


have much use for this fellow either musically or otherwise and one 
incident that occurred made me gently phase this fellow out permanently. 
Wilkie had lent us a videotape of Milt Jackson with a group and | made 
some copies of his tape. The bass player spotted Wilkie's tape and asked if 
he could borrow it. | suggested lending him one of my copies but he 
wanted the original copy to make one of his own. Wilkie didn't seem to 
mind and he lent him the copy. After a couple of weeks | asked him where 
Wilkie's tape was. He kept saying that he hadn't gotten around to copying it 
or some such bullshit and then after another week he said that there was 
some accident and the tape got chewed up! Of course | didn't believe this 
story and the best | could do was to replace Wilkie's copy with one of my 
own, which | did. But needless to say, this guy was history. Unfortunately, | 
had occasion to play with him once again in a club when unbeknownst to 
me he sat in without my permission. Another time Jacques waited for this 
guy at some subway stop for a half-hour. These incidents and other stories 
forced me to settle on the musicians that | had originally-namely Jacques, 
Don and laser Wilkie. 

Backtracking a bit, | feel that | should relate some of Jacques's 
background. As | have heretofore mentioned Jacques had a good position 
with the Québec Hydro. When this company split and the Québec Natural 
Gas Corporation was formed as an independent company, Jacques was 
asked to be a member of the new company. He acquiesced and they threw 
a going away party for him. At the party he was given some donuts and he 
became very ill and | believe almost died. When he told me this story he 
mentioned the doughnuts in passing and of course my suspicions were 
aroused and | thought he might have been poisoned. | told him of this but 
he laughed it off. But to this day, | still suspect that some fellow employee, 
jealous of Jacques's promotion, might have spiked his drink or donuts. 

Jacques was a very conscientious employee and husband. The 
stress of his job and tending to his wife and five children finally got the 
better of them and he had a massive heart attack. After a period of 
recuperation the Dr. placed him on nitroglycerin pills which he carried with 
him at all times. He would pop these pills when he felt the need but 
sometimes he would have to take more than his ordinary dosage. He never 
complained about this affliction and | was sometimes afraid that his 
exuberance and drumming might precipitate a heart attack. Fortunately this 
never happened. Also, after my wife died, Jacques would insist on doing 
various chores around the house before or after our sessions. He would 
sometimes mow the lawn and this would frighten me because of the 
physical stress but Jacques seemed to take it all in stride. Jacques was 
also assisting me in garnering the week’s supply of food. 

Jacques was kind enough to run errands for me. On one occasion | 
gave him a pile of music to give to a piano friend of mine. We put the music 
in his car and a couple of weeks went by. Not hearing from my piano friend 
| inquired as to whether he had received the music. He told me that he 
hadn’t so | asked Jacques about it. He promised to dump it off the next 


week, but he forgot again. This went on for a few months so finally | told 
him that | would give the music to my fried the next time he visied. Jacques 
apologized profusely and gave me back the music. My piano friend did not 
show up and then I began to reflect on the whole situation. First, it was not 
like Jacques to foget something so trivial. Second, | got the impression that 
he really did not like my piano friend that much and finally, | asked myself 
whether I really wanted to give him all that music anyway-especially when it 
appeared that he was too lazy to come and pick it up. .| dropped the subject 
and kept the music, later giving most of it to my son. 

Another time we went to the grocery and | used to buy smelts for my 
cat, Felx. Felix loved smelts and would gobble them up voraciously. One 
week they were on sale so | grabbed a half dozen bags or so and we put 
hem i the back of Jacques’ car. For some reason when we unloaded the 
groceries we forgot the smelts. This was not crucial since they were in one 
of those freezer bags. Of course | thought of them after Jacques had left so 
| phoned him and he put them in his freezer. He forgot them for at least two 
months but finally brought them for poor Felix. 

Occasionally, Jacques would drive me to some rmote place to buy 
shoes, get some electronic doodad or whatever. Almost every time he 
would get lost. We would invariably end up touring the countryside but 
eventually we would find the establishment and complete the errand. | 
never complained about this after the first time since | found it amusing 
and | was prepared for whatever tour we would embark upon. The first time 
after my second eye operation | was going to run an errand and | informed 
Jacques. He offered to pick me up at the bus stop where | would take an 
express bus right back to Roxboro near my house. This bus started only at 
3 p.m. and | had learned to count the stations and so forth to get to the 
stop. Jacques said to meet him there and he would pick me up instead of 
my having to take the bus. Well, he met me there but when he saw me 
climbing those stairs and observing the bus scene with the long lines and 
so on, he suddenly realized that he should have picked me up at the store 
and from then on | never had to meet him or take any bus anywhere if he 
were available. Actually at the time | never thought much about it, but he 
did and he told me about it in no uncertain terms and apologized profusely 
for is error. That was the type of friend he was. 

| believe that Jacques experienced several heart attacks whilst 
employed at the gas company but he would never talk about it. Eventually 
he retired and this “going away” party was much more successful than the 
one at Hydro. Many people attended and he got everything but his gold 
watch! However, because of his sons-especially the Twins always 
appearing for meals or raiding has fridge, Jacques found himself coming 
up short every month. He therefore had to find employment to further his 
income. | tried to get him back in acting but he didn't want to know about it. 
One producer continually phoned him about various projects but Jacques 
just didn't want to do anymore acting. Had he taken these jobs | am sure 
they would have been much more lucrative than the ones he did get. He 


worked as a store detective until he felt sorry arresting poor people with no 
money that had to steal to eat. He also did not like the attitude of the 
bosses so he got another job supervising truck drivers. At first they gave 
him a hard time but he soon won them over and they were sorry to see him 
go when he decided to quit. 

Jacques was too softhearted sometimes. He decided to sell his 
country chalet to some fellow. He made an agreement with this fellow on a 
handshake and a recommendation from some other asshole. At first the 
payments were regular and then the fellow lost his job. Ordinarily, Jacques 
could have gotten his money back except the fellow that bought his 
property had started repairs. Now if Jacques wanted to sue he would have 
to go to court, pay some lawyer, try to assess the damage to the property 
and so on and we know what the outcome of this would be! One of 
Jacques's daughter's was now a lawyer but | never found out whether 
Jacques got his money back or adequate compensation for the sale of the 
property. Because of his sense of responsibility there was constant stress 
at home and more so when his wife developed cancer. His wife was also a 
very possessive woman and was one of these people that never wanted to 
be alone. | remember being taken aback when there was a bad storm in 
Montréal and | had suggested that Jacques stay overnight with me in 
Roxboro. His wife insisted that he come home. Jacques lived way over in 
the East End of Montréal and going back in a storm like that was ridiculous 
but he did it. Eventually his wife died and | went to the funeral with Don. 
We arrived just before Jacques and were standing on the top steps. 
Jacques emerged from the car and walked up the steps and the first thing 
he did was to shake my hand. | was overcome with emotion and so was 
Don.| believe. The funeral was the usual sad affair and this added even 
more stress to poor Jacques. Now it seemed that the weekly sessions were 
his only outlet. However, | made certain that whenever possible | would use 
him for any gigs that | obtained. As it turned out Ralph was starting up a 
new club and needed my services as a trio. Jacques was a natural for this 
and the only drag was to find a suitable bass player. Don was working now 
on ships and was unavailable. My girlfriend told me that she had seen 
Jacques popping a lot of nitro-glycerine pills during one of our weekly 
sessions and this caused me a lot of concern. | began to ask him whether 
he would want to break but most of the time he would say no. 

When we were playing at Ralph's new place | noticed how depressed 
and drawn Jacques looked. He could hardly hold his own on drums and 
was suffering greatly. This was due to his wife's illness. She was in 
constant pain and had | been in the same position | would have made sure 
that she had some pain relief from heroine or whatever she needed. 
Jacques only complained once to me when he had to stay up most of the 
night comforting his wife. Sometimes he would start to tell me about his 
troubles but then would stop and say, "I shouldn't complain, you went 
through all of this with your wife. You know what I'm going through." 


| would answer him by saying that | didn't mind that anytime he 
wanted to talk about he could talk but he kept most of it to himself. After 
his wife died he recuperated a bit but | could still tell that it deeply affected 
him. Jacques had another "friend" that Don and | had no use for. | will call 
him Jim. Jim was an opportunist and one of these guys that seemingly are 
nice and helpful but underneath are ready to stab you in the back. He was 
an erstwhile alto player that never played and he reminded me of these 
characters you see in the movie who act as “nice guys” but are in the 
Gestapo. | never liked Jim and | could not see why Jacques liked him. But | 
never said anything about this since it was really none of my business. | 
mention this fellow because of what happened subsequent to Jacques's 
death, about which | will comment later on. 

Once Jacques's wife had died, he moved into a new apartment still in 
the East End. One day when Wilkie and | were talking about his situation 
we suddenly decided that we should give something to Jacques for all of 
his charity picking up people, doing favors and so on. Actually, the initial 
impetus for this action was provided by Rachel who was observing all of 
the ensuing events. Christmas was coming up so we decided to give him a 
set of CDs of his favorite French-Canadian poet whom he loved. Wilkie and 
| split the bill and we did the deed. Jacques was furious. He immediately 
phoned my girlfriend to complain and of course she set him straight and 
told him essentially to suck it in and enjoy the poetry. Meanwhile, his 
children were giving him nothing except a hard time. | believe one of them 
actually bought him a tie for that Christmas! Wilkie and | couldn't believe 
this. So, we decided to make up for his lack of affection from his kin folk. 
We bought him high fidelity equipment, adding a particular piece each year 
for either birthday or Christmas. Eventually we ran out of electronic 
gadgets so Wilkie suggested that we spruce up his drum set. Wilkie was 
particularly bugged about his top cymbal and bass drum. As the years 
went by Jacques ended up with practically a new drum set but he saved his 
old snare drum which he prized and he always took it home with him when 
he left his drum set at my place. That snare was either in the trunk of his 
car or with him in his apartment. 

Ralph called me one day to advise me that he was having another 
reunion-this time at a hall in Westmount, a section of Montréal. All of the 
old musicians still alive were invited. For some reason Jim was there. | 
guess maybe Jacques told him about it and he hemmed in. He insisted on 
sitting next to me so | could not avoid him. Jacques had driven Wilkie and 
me and | remember him putting both his snare and Wilkie's bongos in the 
trunk of his car. He did this on the off chance that we would be asked to 
play and he never played without that snare. Sometimes Wilkie would play 
the bongos. Anyway, we were just getting started and some of the 
musicians were on stage playing. Jacques asked me if he could get me a 
drink. | said | didn't feel like a beer or liquor that he could get me a soft 
drink that would be fine. He brought over the soft drink and he went back to 
talk to someone. | was sitting next to Jim but Jim, fortunately, was talking 


to somebody else. All of a sudden | felt this hand on my shoulder and it 
was really squeezing me hard. For a fleeting moment | thought it might be 
Jacques but | figured it was some other clown trying to be funny. | was 
about to say something when the individual who was squeezing my 
shoulder suddenly fell to the floor knocking over a bunch of chairs! 
Because of my poor eyesight | couldn't tell in that darkened room exactly 
who it was and what had occurred. | immediately knelt down to see who it 
was and to my horror | saw that it was Jacques! | panicked but | figured 
that he had had an heart attack so | went through his pockets to find nitro- 
glycerine pills hoping that that would do some good. | couldn't find any 
pills and this woman had come over to see what had occurred so | told her 
to help me look for the pills which she did but Jacques was unconscious 
so we could not give him any pills. My son suddenly arrived and when | 
apprised him of what had occurred he ran out trying to fetch a doctor or 
somebody that could help. The janitor appeared and started giving mouth- 
to-mouth resuscitation but | was told that Jacques had already turned blue. 
We called an ambulance and my son drove Jacques’s car over to his place 
until we could determine what to do with it. This turned out to be a mistake. 
| should have taken the car up to Roxboro since Jacques's snare and 
Wilkie's bongos subsequently disappeared. 

Wilkie and Jim accompanied me to the hospital and Jim got on the 
phone trying to contact some of Jacques's kinfolk to no avail. This meant 
that yours truly had to make any decisions regarding Jacques's welfare. 
The doctor came out and told us that the situation was pretty grim and that 
Jacques had very little chance of survival. He now was on life support. 
There was nothing we could do but Jim decided to stay. The next day as 
soon as his children were informed | was out of the picture completely and 
never heard anything from any of his kinfolk and had to get all my 
information from Jim. Every time | talked to Jim he wanted to know about 
Jacques's drums. He alleged that he was promised the drums etc. Then he 
began to get on my nerves. In particular he wanted Jacques’s snare and 
when | told tim that both the snare and the bongos had disappeared he was 
visibly upset and he probably thought that | took them. He even insisted on 
coming over to my house hoping that Jacques had left the snare 
someplace. Then | heard from Jim that the kids had immediately gone 
through his stuff and had taken all of the things that Wilkie and | had given 
to him. All of this infuriated Wilkie. He didn't like Jim either and thinking 
back on it what | should've done was to have kept Jacques's drums and 
given them to Wilkie or somebody else. 

| went to the funeral and my son insisted that | pay my last respects 
by looking at Jacques's body. That was not a pleasant experience and | 
don't like funerals anyway since | preferred to keep the memory of my 
friends in my head by thinking of them when they were alive. 

Just before Jacques died some optometrist wanted to have jazz 
groups play in his office on Saturday afternoons and he wanted us to 
audition. | had no interest in auditioning and Jacques took a tape that Don 


had made and told the fellow to listen to the tape and said, “If you like this 
we would go there and play for such and such money.” Jacques also told 
him that we played our own stuff and we didn't take requests so if he didn't 
like this stuff just tell him and that would be that. It turned out the fellow did 
like our stuff so we were hired. Unfortunately, Jacques died before the gig. 
Don was off on a boat again so | was stuck without a bass player. 
Jacques's daughter's wanted me to do the gig in his memory and my son 
provided a bass player and another drummer, both of whom | could've 
done without. They weren't terrible-they were just bad and all the time we 
played we heard nothing but crying and sobbing from the audience. Then, 
to add insult to injury, the bass player got the money from the optometrist 
and paid too much to himself and the drummer! This irked me no end and | 
had to chase after this asshole to get my money back, which | finally did. 
Jim drove me to and from the job and then took away all of Jacques's 
drums. | never heard anything more from Jacques's kin. But | must say that 
| never had a better friend than Jacques and if there's any nomination for 
sainthood, he has to be one of the people. | don't think that he ever did 
anything nasty to anybody, he was always helpful and he took things too 
heart. | remember his crying at my wife's funeral. | remember how upset he 
was when we hit some idiot on his bicycle crossing in front of Jacques on 
a red light. Fortunately Wilkie and | were in the car and | believe the fellow 
was trucking some drugs or something because he didn't want to know 
about reporting the accident in any way shape or form. | remember 
Jacques giving rides to anybody that would need one and there was one 
incident where he picked up these two characters that | swear would have 
killed us if | hadn't turned around and talke to them, staring them down 
until we got to a bus stop where we let them out. | think Jacques realized 
that these guys were dangerous after we let them out. He didn't say 
anything but he didn’t protest when | chastised him for picking them up. 
Jacques just wanted to be helpful like he always was. He was a great friend 
and | miss him terribly. 


Chapter 12—Ralph 


It was 1963 and | was teaching at a Westmount girl’s school. If the 
reader is interested, they can read my essay entitled “Teaching.” A friend 
of mine had started a clothing store on Ste. Catherine street in Montreal. 
His name was Hersh and his new store he called “Chateau Mens Wear.” 
Hersh had previously opened a clothing store on Notre Dame street selling 
men’s suits and so on. It was not a success so he decided to close it and 
open up a new store that would cater to the hippie generation that wore 
more daring apparel such as sartorial stuff designed by Mary Quant and 
her ilk. 

He hired a young man that seemed to have his finger on the pulse of 
the new young generation. This fellow actually did some designing and it 
turned out that he was quite successful. Hersh also hired an old Jewish cat 
that supervised the day-to-day activities and saw to it that there was no 
nonsense from the motley crew that Hersh had hired to sell his ware. Hersh 
contacted me because | had helped him install some hi-fi stuff when 
Mervin and | were doing audio and video repair. Hersh wanted a sound 
system installed in his new store that would play jazz or hipper music, 
rather than the usual “elevator” music that was then extant. The two 
desires, jazz and hi-fi reminded him of me. 

| was happy to help Hersh out but | told him that | was available only 
after 3 p.m. when classes ended. Hersh offered me some money but since 
we were friends, | told him to keep his money and we would play it by ear. 
Hersh agreed and the first day that | started | noticed that his store was 
about 15 feet wide but extended back all the way practically to the street 
parallel to Ste. Catherine. When | saw this | had an idea. Why not put in a 
stereo system? The right channel would be a few speakers hooked 
together on the right and the left channel speakers would be on the left 
directly opposite the other speakers. This way any customers would not 
only have sound but it would be in stereo. | proposed this idea to Hersh 
and he approved the idea. The only fly in the ointment was providing the 
stereo music. Stereo LPs were extant but would require somebody to 
continually change LPs, which was not practical. | suggested a tape 
recorder-preferably one that could play stereo and would play music for 2 
hours or more at a crack. However, such tape recorders were hard to come 
by in those times. 

However, | had another idea. The musician friend that rented a room 
with Mervin, about whom I have written in that chapter, had previously 
purchased my Berlant 102” reel tape recorder. This machine would do the 
trick and tape replacement was relatively easy to do. | told Hersh about the 
machine and he asked me how much it would cost. | told Hersh that I had 
sold the machine to my friend for $600, so my friend would not sell for less, 
| was sure. | contacted my musician friend and as it happened, he was 
desperate for money and was glad to have a chance to get rid of the 
Berlant. So, a deal was made and my Berlant ended up with Hersh. | 


prepared several tapes of jazz for him and in the interim | started to wire the 
store for the stereo speakers. | remember lying on my back next to the man 
that was installing the security system. We both were stapling away and 
conversing about how successful the store might be. 

| got a chance to observe the sales people that Hersh had employed. 
They certainly were a bizarre lot. One individual sported an Iroquois haircut 
replete with the rest of his pate being completely bald. The staff was 
constantly buzzing about but as | recall they did not interfere with my 
installing the main floor. Hersh had a second floor and decided that he 
wanted the same system upstairs as well. When | started the work there, | 
had my tools on the floor nearby and the next thing | knew, my tools were 
kicked or strewn somehow all over the place. When | complained to Hersh, 
he told me that there was nothing he could do about it and | would have to 
live with it. Whereupon | told him that he would have to live without me and 
| went home. 

Just before this incident, | met a fellow called Ralph, whom Hersh 
had hired to provide different music and look after the musical chores. The 
staff had heard my jazz tapes so often that they were going nuts listening 
to the same sides day in and day out. Ralph was a Black Canadian and 
seemed very friendly. | had no chance to interact with Ralph at this 
juncture. I was pissed since | felt that Hersh should have intervened on my 
behalf, especially since | was not getting paid for the job. But | was busy at 
school. There was plenty to keep me occupied since | was teaching about 
6 different math courses. | had to switch from Grade 8 algebra to Grade 11 
trig and then grade 10 geometry and so on. | had no problem with this 
because you had to know your subject. | never used a book except to 
assign problems and all | needed in any class was to have one student tell 
me where | had left off the last time | was in there. The job was a lot like 
playing a jazz gig. If you know how to improvise, all you needed to know 
was what tune you were going to play. 

Anyway | never heard from Hersh until a month or so later. He 
appeared at my front door one day with some gifts. He brought me a 
German suit consisting of pants and coat, made of a special material for 
motorcycle riding. At this time | was doing most of my traveling by cycle. 
He also brought some glasses with lights to help when soldering. It seems 
that he had tried to find some people to finish the sound installation but 
they wanted thousands of dollars or they didn’t know how to install stereo. 
Of course, when he apologized | went back to finish the gig. But | found 
that some idiots had restapled my wires and of course, shorted out the 
speakers. The whole thing was a mess. | then told Hersh that | would need 
assistance on this. “No problem,” said Hersh, “I'll have one of my people 
assist you.” He then called over one of his staff and then said, “Here is 
Curly (or Moe), he helped the other chap.” That was enough for me so | 
said, “Uh-uh, the only guy that assists me is going to be Mervin.” Hersh 
reluctantly acquiesced. 


Mervin and | finished the job and everybody seemed happy. During 
this debacle, | answered the door one day and there was Ralph. He came 
with some electronic gadget that needed repair. | fixed it for him but never 
charged him since it was some simple thing. We began to talk and | think 
that he liked me because he returned with a bunch of phone equipment that 
he thought | would like to have. He was right. Subsequently, Ralph brought 
me other stuff to repair and would always pay me with some gadget. He 
also would have a buddy with him. Sometimes the fellow would be white, 
sometimes black, but they were all very nice and we all got along 
famously. Ralph was now exclusively looking after the music for the store 
and he would regale me with stories about Hersh and his business antics. 

Hersh had started a side line of producing posters of people’s 
pictures or drawings or whatever. | believe Hersh was the first one to do 
this in Montreal. Later, the popularity of these posters got in the way of his 
clothing business so he sold the business to his retiring Jewish overseer 
for $1. | mention this because Hersh told me later that when he requested a 
poster from his former employee, he was charged full price! 

Ralph and | continued to socialize and | found him to be very 
generous and helpful. Also, he didn’t seem to have a chip on his shoulder 
like some blacks that | met, although they had plenty of reason for the chip 
to be there. Ralph was in constant touch with Hersh and he mentioned that 
Hersh had just opened a new store on St. Hubert street in the east end of 
Montreal. Furthermore, Hersh was making noises about hiring me to wire it 
up. | wasn’t really interested. Then one day Hersh invited me down to his 
new office. He introduced me to his new “partners.” We all sat about 
bullshitting for awhile and then the four of them traipsed out of his office. 
Hersh then asked me what | thought of them. | told him that he better be 
careful with these guys and to watch his back. Hersh laughed it off. | just 
got bad vibes from these individuals and since he asked me what | thought, 
| told him. Anyway, later, Ralph told me that Hersh had gone away 
mountain climbing, leaving his business in the hands of his “partners.” 
When he returned, he was lucky to have salvaged what was left of the 
business, but he managed and needless to say, got fid of these people. 

But getting back to our meeting, Hersh wanted me to wire up the St. 
Hubert store and to name my price. | said, “First, | want Mervin-nobody 
else. | don’t need any help from any of your staff. Second, | want;” nod | 
named a price which | forget now. “Third, I’d like to be paid in cash.” 

Hersh agreed to all of these stipulations. | contacted Mervin and we 
went to his new store. There was a young guy there that was his new 
manager. Hersh explained to him that we were going to wire up the store 
and to help us by doing what he was told by us. Then Hersh departed. 
Mervin and | cased the place and then sat down to figure out exactly what 
we were going to do. We sat down and bullshat for about 20 minutes 
bantering back and forth with various ideas and scenarios. Suddenly the 
manager appeared and asked, “When are you guys going to start 
working?” 


“We are working now. When we need you, we'll call you.” The 
manager left and | heard him phoning Hersh. Hersh arrived to see what was 
up. | told him once before the way Mervin and | worked. That is, we worked 
out everything in our head first, making certain that both of us understood 
exactly how we were going to go about doing the job. Once we did this, it 
took only a few minutes to actually do whatever wiring was necessary. We 
had used this method at the Ste. Catherine street store and amazed Hersh 
how fast and efficient we were. Hersh remembered this and spoke to his 
manager, who | could see, was clearly an idiot. 

Hersh left and Mervin and | finally worked out our modus operandi 
and started wiring and stapling. The manager kept interrupting and then 
started hanging mobiles in front of us, which impeded our work. | told him 
politely to get lost. He ignored my imprecation so the next time he installed 
his mobile in our way, | ripped it down and threw it on the floor. This action 
seemed to convey my message more clearly and he vanished temporarily. 
Then we required a step ladder to staple some wires so we asked the 
manager to get one. He did and he volunteered to staple the wires for 
Mervin. The manager stapled through the wires so we had to redo the 
stapling. Then he pulled out his cigarette lighter for some reason and it 
dropped on Mervin’s head! Meanwhile, | kept telling the manager to stay 
out of the way and stop installing any more mobiles until we finished our 
wiring. | heard this big “Thwop!” and blood started spurting out of Mervin’s 
head. That was it. | grabbed the manager by the scruff of his neck, threw 
him down into a chair and said, “Now you fucking sit there until we’re 
through. And if | see you move, I'll strangle your ass.” Mervin had gone into 
the toilet to stop the bleeding and the blood was all over his shirt. He kept 
insisting that he was OK. | had Mervin also sit down until he regained his 
composure and | told him to wait until he felt like finishing the job, which 
only required a few more minutes. 

As | attended to Mervin the manager had managed to phone Hersh, 
who showed up about 10 minutes later. He listened to the manager’s 
bullshit and when the manager was through, | apprised him of the incident 
and added, “I expect a new shirt for Mervin.” The manager started to whine 
about something so | told him to shut up. Hersh decided to send him home. 
It was a good thing since his next visit would have been to the nearest 
hospital. | helped Hersh with the cash for the day, which I sometimes did 
and he drove us home after giving Mervin a new shirt. When | went for my 
money, Hersh handed me a check! 

“Man, what is this? We agreed on cash.” 

“I know, Keith, but | have to give you a check because of the 
government.” and on and on he went. | think that | had trouble cashing the 
check. The first time | believe there were insufficient funds or something. 
However, Mervin got his shirt and we got our money finally. 

Hersh was not all bad. After the first gig, he sold me three cashmere 
5-ply sweaters for $25 each. He also procured some rare math books that | 
required at the time. He offered to back me selling audio and _ hi-fi 


equipment and sent two people up to my house to discuss the venture. | 
decided to decline the offer. Hersh also invited me to his home several 
times. | got along very well with his wife and he offered his country place 
to me if | needed it. He also gave me back my old Berlant since he was not 
using it anymore and so the Berlant had come full circle. Of course it was 
badly in need of repair but a neighbor friend of mine managed to fix it up 
and I| again was able to use it for stereo recording. 

Hersh subsequently opened up other branches and Ralph told me 
that he became very rich. | was happy for him as he wasn’t a bad fellow at 
all. Ralph and I used to swap stories about our experiences with Hersh. 

Ralph got married to a beautiful French-Canadian girl. Before | knew 
it, they had two daughters. Ralph was now a constant visitor to my home 
and anytime he needed electronic work done, | would always oblige. 
Sometimes | would accompany him on his errands and peregrinations with 
his latest companions. It turned out to be a lot of fun. Ralph seemed to 
have a nimiety of acquaintances and | met a lot of interesting characters. 
Ralph had acquired a country place in l’Annunciation, Quebec, which was 
about 120 miles north of Montreal. He kept inviting me up to visit the place 
and stay a few nights, but | graciously declined since | am not an outdoors 
type. | got all that out of my system when | was in the Boy Scouts where we 
used to stay in the woods, cook our own breakfasts over some fire that we 
had to gather wood for and so on. | did not find this at all uplifting and 
swore that | would not repeat any parts of this experience if | could 
possible avoid it. 

Ralph finally talked me into going so we went one weekend. | 
expected some shack in the middle of nowhere. Instead, we came upon this 
very pleasant cabin complete with gas fridge, toilets, a shower and electric 
blankets! | flipped. It was like a home away from home in the middle of the 
woods on this private lake. In those days when Ralph was a lot younger, he 
would swim across the lake and back with me rowing beside him in case of 
any untoward mishap that might occur. | had to wear a life jacket and | used 
to take one along. Ralph had even managed to set up small basketball 
court since he was a basketball aficionado. 

When | shacked up with Mary in Lennoxville, Ralph and his wife 
came to visit. His wife was then pregnant with the first girl. Ralph never 
chastised or deprecated my being with Mary. He was a friend and simply 
accepted it. In fact when | think back on it, he never deprecated or 
disparaged any of my actions or decisions and was always there to assist 
me if | needed anything. 

Ralph also was kind enough to let Mary and me stay for a week in his 
country home. He drove us there and back. It was a wonderful experience. 
And when Mary and | fell ill, he drove us around to get supplies and to do 
any necessary shopping. At this time Ralph was teaching for the PSBGM 
and running dances using his own stereo equipment providing the music. 
He would use large speaker set-ups and rent places, charging an 
admission fee. He did not glean a fortune from this enterprise but he did 


manage to profit financially, nonetheless. But this venture had its down 
side sometimes. Various neer-do-wells would try to crash his dances. 
Ralph and his buddies would usually catch them and expel them forthwith. 
One night a whole gang (about 20) such individuals decided to crash his 
dance. Fortunately, Ralph had with him that night one of the toughest 
students in his class. There was a tremendous fracas and most of the gate 
crashers ended up with broken arms or missing teeth. Ralph and his friend 
managed to get ahold of some 2 x 4s and that coupled with a lot of 
experience in Point St. Charles set-tos gave Ralph and his student the 
power to set things right. Ralph was incredibly strong for his size. | 
remember one day when he dropped by to pick up an oak desk for me that | 
had purchased from the CPR for $15. | opened my front door to see the 
desk on Ralph’s back! | went to help him and he blurted out, “No sweat, 
man, where do you want the des?” | told him which room and he took the 
damn thing in and set it down. | couldn’t believe what | was seeing. 

Another time, Ralph called me up to come down and play at this new 
club called “Pancho’s that was going to offer jazz. When | arrived there 
were a variety of young musicians, most of which | had never heard. This is 
where | met Don, the bass player who later became a fixture in our weekly 
jam sessions in my basement. | did a couple of solo numbers and then was 
joined by some young musicians that clearly had little experience on the 
bandstand. All was going fairly well when | heard, “WHAP, WHAP, WHAP,” 
the familiar sound of fists hitting someone’s face. | was used to hearing 
this, having played hillbilly bars in Miami when | lived there. Suddenly, 
Ralph reappeared and said to me, “OK, that’s it, wrap it up, we’re out of 
here.” | didn’t bother to question him at that point, | just packed up my 
electric piano and awaited further instructions. Ralph then told me that the 
owner had made an agreement with him, but some new manager came in 
and tried to boss Ralph around. That was mistake number one. 
Furthermore, the manager also threatened Ralph physically. That was 
mistake number two and the next thing the manager knew, he was eating 
fists. Unfortunately, the potential for a new place to play and hear jazz was 
now history. And | believe Pancho’s never did pursue this idea or last long 
as an ordinary club. 

Ralph was always organizing dances and because he loved jazz he 
wanted to make a success of having a place to play jazz. Around 1968 
when | was still working teaching, Ralph contacted me and informed me 
that he was starting a coffee shop. Ralph christened it “The Eye.” He 
wanted a jazz trio and he wanted to know if | would be interested. | was. 
The gig was Friday and Saturday night and Ralph could not pay me a fixed 
amount but he would sell his coffee and sandwiches, subtract the 
expenses and then split the profits. That was fine with me. | was not really 
looking for money anyway. | contacted Jacques and he was willing to do it 
and | contacted an old musician friend who played alto. We needed a bass 
player but in those days, a good bass player was a rarity. We ran through a 
succession of bass players. One guy couldn’t even play a blues properly 


and he demanded $15 in advance! He should have paid us $15 for having to 
play with him. Finally, in desperation, | called my friend, Art (about whom | 
have also written), and he introduced me to Michel Donato-a very fine bass 
player. Michel could not do the gig, obviously, as he was tied up for a 
month or so. | then asked if he would record some tracks playing 
standards. He acquiesced, came over to the house and spent the afternoon 
recording various standards on tape. The plan was then to use the tapes on 
the job via a tape recorder and presto, we had a bass player. Furthermore, 
we didn’t have to pay him. Michel thought the Ida quite humorous, but he 
was very cooperative. He donned some headphones and played along with 
whatever track | had selected and then his playing would be taped. 

The night of the gig came and we set up the tape recorder. We 
started the tape recorder and the speed was not exactly in sync with my 
Berlant, which had a hysterisis sync motor and was dead on. Our portable 
tape deck unfortunately raised the pitch %2 semitone. So it was in the 
cracks. The piano pitch was fixed so there was no way we could use the 
tracks. Had the tape deck played up a semitone, it would have been no real 
problem, just the annoyance of having to play in a weird key. We finished 
the gig without a bass player but what about next week? 

Michel phoned to see how things went. When | told him he laughed 
heartily and came over to listen to some sounds. We then went to his 
house where he played me some jazz that | had never heard before. He then 
told me that he was free on Friday night and would | like him to come down 
and sit in? | jumped at the chance and so he came down and blew us all off 
the stand. The man was phenomenal. His time was perfect and his 
intonation was great. He also had a wicked sense of humor and kept me 
hopping trying to keep up with his antics. We had a great time and during 
the breaks we would all go to the nearest watering hole and swap stories. 
Michel, at that time, had played with a lot of biggies so his repartee was 
very entertaining. At the end of the evening, Ralph handed me $8. Thus, we 
each made $2. When | handed the $2 bill to Michel, he broke up and said, 
“This is the only gig that | ever had making this amount of money, I’m 
going to frame this.” 

We found a couple of bass players and we figured that this would be 
the last we heard of Michel. But, guess what? He came down again and 
played with us. | think we made $5 that night. Unfortunately, that was the 
last time | played with Michel for a long time. He really got busy and went 
on tour with different musicians, finally settling down in Montreal making at 
least $2000/week. 

Ralph could not afford to pay a bass player so the three of us 
(Jacques, the alto player and | decided to each chip in $5. This way we 
could hire a bass player since the going rate was around that amount. Then 
we got a break. Roy Eastman had just finished a commercial gig. Roy was 
one of the few bass players that could play real bass lines (in tune) instead 
of first and fifths on every bar hosting a different chord. | phoned Roy and 
he said that he would be glad to play for the $15. The first night went well. 


Roy was in good form and we would have fun testing each other using 
substitute changes in different tunes. Roy seemed to have fun so we asked 
him if he would like to play Saturday night. He nodded in the affirmative 
and at the end of the gig, | went to the other guys and got the $5 when | 
thought Roy was otherwise occupied. Roy got suspicious and he asked me 
straight out whether | was getting money from the other musicians to pay 
him. | told him that this was the case. He got very upset and said there was 
no way that he was going to take money from other musicians to play. | 
thought that that was the end of Roy but guess what? He made the gig 
almost every night thereafter until Ralph’s coffee shop finally gave up the 
ghost. The alto man had lent his upright piano and he moved it back to his 
home. One of the reasons for Ralph’s throwing in the towel was the 
constant harassment from the police, fire department, health department et 
al. They all came in with different regulations demanding money for permits 
and so on. It was another great idea but as usual greedy “ouijis” got their 
grubby mitts in Ralph’s pockets. Ralph was a big eater. | used to marvel at 
the way he could pack it away. When | lived with Mary, she decided to invite 
Ralph and his wife for a special supper. Mary was an excellent cook and 
she prepared an entrée of all sorts of sea food. For the main course, she 
bought a roast leg of lamb and garnished the table with mashed potato and 
some veggie. She forgot to mention that the sea food was only an entrée so 
Ralph and his wife gobbled up everything in sight. Then when she 
announced that there was a main dish, Ralph’s wife groaned but Ralph had 
no problem devouring every morsel on the table and then asked if there 
were more mashed potatoes! He cleaned out all the pots and pans in the 
kitchen. It was astounding. But then when the two of us would drive to 
Burlington and find some suitable restaurant, he would further astound me 
by wolfing down everything provided on the menu and then some. He 
needed it. He was still active teaching a bunch of louts and he was always 
on the go, involved in some new enterprise. 

When my eyes crapped out in 1974, my doctor happened to be one of 
the founders of the Fine Arts Museum. When he learned of my interest in 
jazz, he offered me the opportunity to organize some jazz concerts there 
with the proviso that | did not have to pay for the use of their auditorium. | 
put on a series of concerts using local jazz players and also had my friend, 
Paul Bley, play one. | even managed to get Hersh to spring some money 
(along with the Musician’s Union) for a big concert featuring a lot of the old 
jazz players. The last concert | cajoled Pepper Adams, the baritone player, 
to play. He was now a lot more famous than when we played at the Little 
Vienna so he was really doing me a favor for the money that | offered. 
Luckily, he had some relatives that he could visit concomitantly with the 
concert. Naturally, | asked Ralph to assist me in all these endeavors and he 
was greatly supportive taking tickets at the door, making posters, 
contacting people and so on. 

The first concert that | put on was one really to feature my son and 
his rock group. | managed to get a group together and we did a lot of 


rehearsing. | had written these charts that the musicians had trouble 
reading. Jacques did not want to play with my group so he bowed out. | 
used my son instead on drums. The rest of the group consisted of alto, 
tenor, guitar, bass and drums. The alto man was getting on my nerves. He 
wanted to be the boss. We had a set-to and | nearly threw out the whole 
group. | then phoned another bass player who promised to fill in with either 
Jacques or my son in case there was no group for the concert. When the 
boys heard this they suddenly became very cooperative. | took this 
incident as a harbinger of things to come. | was right. | had nothing but 
grief from everyone, except Ralph, who was always willing to help and 
never gave me a hard time when | was trying to organize things. | recall one 
time when | had rented a place for a concert and some of the musicians 
threatened to bow out. Ralph offered to put in half the money if | needed it. 

| hate to whine about these concerts but | have to write about the one 
that was sponsored by Hersh and the Union. The deal was that Hersh 
would pay half of the expenses and the Union would match whatever Hersh 
paid. All | had to do was to figure out the expenses (how much to pay the 
musicians, the cost of the tickets and so on) and Hersh would give me a 
check. | would then take it to the Union and they would match whatever 
amount was on the check. | had no problems with the Union. First, | had 
been friends with the then president of the Board. Second, | had put on 
many jazz concerts and they knew I was honest and reliable. That being 
said, Hersh said that he had a printer that could print programs, posters 
and tickets so that we would not have to lay out any money for that. | 
thanked Hersh and said that Ralph and | would get on it right away. Hersh 
insisted that we use this woman artist that he was using for some design 
work that he had. “No problem,” said I. “Send her up to the house and we” Il 
knock out a design right away.” 

“Well,” said Hersh, “She’s not available for two weeks but | will let 
her know.” This was six weeks before our concert so | wasn’t too upset. 
The girl finally showed up after three weeks as | recall and she was a 
complete imbecile. She knew nothing about jazz and as far as | could tell, 
she wasn’t much of an artist either. At first | tried gently suggesting to her 
in my most pleasant voice, that perhaps she might do this or that. She 
would start to pout and then after a while she started to cry! Who the hell 
was this lunatic? | threw her out. She phoned Hersh. Hersh was upset and 
wanted us to try again. | had my wife try to get to her and I think Ralph also, 
but she was not up to the task. | threw her out again. | told Hersh that was 
it. Meanwhile, Ralph had designed something and we had given it to Hersh. 
Hersh then promised to give it to his printer, which he did. We also told 
Hersh that we needed the posters at least one week before the concert or 
better still, two weeks. Hersh promised that they would be done two weeks 
before the concert. They were not. He phoned to say that there was some 
dire emergency job for his business and he could only provide them the 
Friday afternoon before the concert which was on the next week Saturday. 
Friday came and went-no stuff from the printer was forthcoming. Then 


Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday went by. Ralph and | were flipping. We had 
no posters, no tickets, no programs; what the hell were we going to do? 
Each day Hersh would promise us the printed matter. Finally, on Friday 
afternoon at 4:30 p.m. Hersh phoned to say that the stuff was ready and to 
go pick it up at the printer’s place. | told him, “No way, man. My wife and 
Ralph are not driving through Friday afternoon traffic. If you want the stuff 
to get to the museum, you can take it yourself.” 

Hersh got upset and sputtered, “I can’t do that. What am | supposed 
to do with all that printed stuff? | have a business to run.” 

“You promised us that crap for two weeks ago, then one week, Now 
you expect us to run down in rush-hour traffic to pick up shit that is 
useless now? No way.” 

“Well, you still need tickets and a program.” 

“No we don’t. Ralph has a supply of tickets that he uses for just such 
an emergency and as for the program, | can get either Ralph or Len Dobbin 
to announce the acts and give the historical bits in the program orally.” 

“Well, I’ll try to get the stuff there, but | can’t guarantee anything.” 

“Fine,” | said and | hung up. Ralph and | were all ready for this 
emergency. As it turned out, when we entered the Museum on Saturday 
just before the concert, there were a plethora of boxes on the floor with all 
the printed matter in them. Ralph had brought some of his entourage to 
help ushering and taking the money and the programs were handed out 
etc. 

All went well until the last group was to play. Two altos were featured 
and | had hired a piano player who shall remain nameless. This asshole 
never showed up for the gig! The money was good, better than scale, as | 
recall. He was standing outside the museum but never came in. He was 
seen by one of the other players. | tried to get another piano player. 
Nobody wanted to play so yours truly had to fill in. | had no idea of any of 
the arrangements but | was told what tunes were to be played. One tune | 
could not remember the chord changes to the bridge so the alto man was 
telling me what they were as we walked on the stage. How | managed to get 
through that set is beyond me, but we managed. Actually, the concert was 
a success and the auditorium was almost full. We even had a drawing for 
some clothing crap that Hersh was giving away in hopes of drumming up 
more customers for his business. 

Finally, when I was sitting down in the audience trying to rest a bit 
while they were hawking the free threads, this noisome individual came 
down, sat beside me and started to tell me how | should have done this or 
that. He alleged he was a friend of Hersh. | had to restrain myself from 
giving him a left jab. | just glared at him and went back stage. There | got 
grief from my son, who was complaining about lifting and packing. | got 
grief from some bass player that wanted his money immediately. | got grief 
from some other asshole that | hadn’t even hired. Ralph came to the rescue 
with his boys. Once the complainers saw them, they shut up although 
Ralph was very polite with them. 


| did manage to record some of the concerts and although | sent out 
cassettes to every musician, not one of them ever thanked me for the 
cassette he received except the old standby musicians with whom | had 
played in the past. My wife told me that the concerts weren’t worth the 
frustration. | think | did one more and that was it. 

Meanwhile, the alto player and bass player in my group thought that 
they would rent the Fine Arts Museum and put on their own concert 
(unbeknownst to me). Of course they got nowhere since they didn’t rent to 
any outside person at that time except for me. When | heard this, | vowed 
never to use either one of these assholes again and | never did. Nor did | 
ever speak or hire that piano player either. If its one thing | hate, it’s a 
welcher. 

One day my son brought me a videotape of a jam session that he had 
with Art at Vanier CEGEP. | watched it and near the end of the tape, this 
bass player came on and played a solo. He knocked me out. He had good 
intonation, actually took chances when improvising and had good time. | 
asked my son to introduce me to him. His name was Steve Holy and he 
came up to the house to jam with me and a drummer. | really liked his 
playing but because he was so young, he did not have a good knowledge 
of standards. But he sure knew all of the new forms of jazz and was 
proficient in them. Ralph had found a new place-the old Elks Home in 
Montreal. He opened up a club there and asked me to bring in a trio. | asked 
Steve and he joined Jacques and myself. Steve was great. He took 
chances. Sometimes he would fuck up, but would quickly recover. He 
could tune his bass in a jiffy by harmonics (the way most of the really good 
bass players do) and he could read chord changes without fucking up. If he 
got lost, he would quickly recover because he had a good ear. But he 
seemed to scare everyone. Most of the jazz musicians in the younger 
generation have to rehearse almost as much as classical musicians. To me, 
that takes the fun out of it. Steve was sort of a young throwback to the 
generation that just liked to play and improvise without having to be 
perfect. So they’re not a Bird or a Coltrane but the fun was in the playing 
and interaction between the players. 

There were successful nights and unsuccessful nights at the Elks 
Club. One night when we held sway, there was not one customer-not even 
the rummy or barfly that usually sat at the bar no matter who was playing. 
We could not believe this and | finally said, “Il refuse to be intimidated.” 
This made everybody cachinnate but as | recall no one showed up that 
night. Another night my friend, Willie, came down with a surprise guest. It 
was a guitar player named Buck Lacombe. | had played with Buck back in 
1952 when we used to jam in my apartment. At that time the CBC had just 
hired Buck. Here it was 40 years later and Buck was still active working 
clubs and places such as Club Med. Unfortunately, that night | had to use 
an inferior bass player who demanded $70 from Ralph before he would 
play. Now if this had been Michel Donato or Dave Young we would have 
gladly forked over the amount. However, he was the only bass player 


available so we were stuck with him. Buck kept asking Wilkie, “Does Keith 
always use this bass player?” Wilkie kept assuring Buck that this was 
definitely not the case. Anyway, | decided to play the tune, “What’s New” 
and | told Buck that | liked to play it in 5 sharps. Did he mind? “No 
problem,” he said and we started the tune. The bass player finally realized 
what key the tune was in and managed to tag along. Then Buck decided to 
get into the tune. The next thing we knew he was blowing us all off the 
stand. My jaw dropped, Wilkie’s jaw dropped, Jacques’ jaw dropped. We 
couldn’t believe what we were hearing. Then to add insult to injury, Buck 
decided to add a coda, which of course, finished us all off. | wished that | 
had had my tape recorder that night. And this made me think again about 
how many talented musicians there are out there that never get their full 
recognition. And yet there are a lot that are less talented and make a lot of 
money. It seems that the better musicians are more modest or something 
about their talent and the lesser talented musicians seem to be able to 
promote themselves and convince everybody else how great they 
supposedly are. 

Another idea that Ralph and | had involved the Montreal Musician’s 
Union. They had just moved into new quarters. This building had a large 
area in the basement that could be used for practicing. There was an 
upright piano and enough space for a small crowd of people. When we 
learned of this from some other musicians, | phoned my old acquaintance, 
who was now the Board president and he told us to come down and lay out 
our plan in front of the Board. Ralph and | went down and we were greeted 
well and the Board seemed to have a favorable attitude towards our idea. 
Alas, we were told that we needed accident insurance, that we would have 
to pay residual fees for playing standards and so on. | got around the 
standard thing by simply saying that | was playing all the charts that | had 
written for the Fine Arts concert. The insurance proved to be our downfall. 
There was no way we could afford to pay the rates they requested. We 
abandoned the idea. 

About two weeks later Ralph told me that they were holding jam 
sessions in the Guild’s basement! It seems that the Union had found the 
money for the insurance and so on. We were pissed but what really griped 
me was the fact that they stole our idea without at least giving us credit for 
it. | went to see Bobby Mover when he was there only because Bobby 
wanted me to come down to hear him. It turned out Bobby was not too 
happy playing with the musicians that were chosen to work with him. The 
sessions did not last long but I never found out why. 

It turned out that Ralph’s last venture in having a permanent jazz 
café was the Elks Club in the 90s. Subsequent to that he did manage to 
hold some successful reunions of the older jazz musicians-one of which | 
wrote about in the chapter on Wilkie. 

| have to relate another incident that occurred in house in Roxboro. 
My firmed, Bruce had dropped by and Ralph happened to also visit at the 
same time. We were all arguing and discussing politics. Finally, Bruce said 


that he had to go. Ralph decided to depart as well so | went to the closet, 
retrieved his coat and held it open for him. As he put one arm in the sleeve, 
he turned to Bruce and said, “We’ve come a long way in two hundred 
years.” This remark made Bruce and me break up. Actually behind that 
humorous remark there laid a history involving Ralph. His great 
grandmother was a slave and his mother had been a dancer in the Cafe St. 
Michel. Ralph had been brought up by his grandmother, who somehow 
made it to Canada. Ralph had grown up in the St. Henry area,, one of the 
toughest parts of Montreal. He had managed to get a BA through a 
basketball scholarship and he became a teacher and vice-principal at one 
school. He married a French-Canadian girl and settled into a suburban 
home in the east end of Montreal. One has to think about this as he did all 
of this in the 40s and 50s. A lot of his friends ended up in different 
circumstances. If he had been in certain parts of the USA, would he have 
been able to accomplish all of this? 

Ralph’s knees started to give out in his 60s due to the basketball 
playing. He also had other physical problems but managed to overcome 
them with his usual equanimity. At this writing he is still alive and kicking 
and | consider myself lucky to have such a friend. 


Chapter 13-Judy 


It was the summer of 1967 and | had just completed another year of 
teaching math at a Westmount girl’s school. While there | had been 
“inspected” by two men who came to the school to observe my interaction 
with the students and my teaching techniques. The two inspectors were a 
Mr. Kennedy and Mr. Gregg, both men being very objective and helpful in 
their criticisms. They both advised me to obtain a Teaching Certificate 
(which | lacked at the time) and furthermore stated that there was a 3 month 
summer course given over 3 years at McDonald College. | didn’t relish the 
idea of spending 3 summers taking caourses but the two men strongly 
advised that this certificate would be necessary for any future positions. | 
must add that | liked both men and later Mr. Gregg was instrumental in 
finalizing my certification when | was emplouyed at a CEGEP. 

Anyway, | found myself enrolled at McDonald College and at this 
time, the only transportation that | could afford was a motorcycle. So | used 
this vehicle to travel to the college and back. This was fine as long as the 
weather was not inclement. 

It was there that | first met Judy. She was also enrolled in the 3 year 
course along with a motley crew of teachers. Jusy taught Spanish at a high 
school on the West Island near where | lived and we gravitated toward one 
another since we were in the same classes. Judy was originally from 
England, had been married to an English fellow. They had two children, a 
boy and a girl and settled in the Bahamas. One day her husband flew out in 
his plane and never returned. Fortunately he had some life insurance and 
Judy used this to settle in Montreal and subsequently obtained a job as an 
high school teacher. Judy spoke three languages fluently-English, French 
and Spanish. | could see that she was extremely intelligent and of course, 
this piqued my interest all the more, aside from the fact that she had a nice 
figure. 

Judy helped me with the Arts courses and | helped her with the math 
courses. When we became friendlier, Judy used to give me a ride to the 
college in her car when it was raining. 

The first summer, | actually took the classes seriously and applied 
myself diligently to the various assignments that were given. My reward for 
this was a series of mediocre marks. Judy did very little work and wound 
up with all firsts, of course. | felt cheated so | vowed not to lift a finger or 
spend more than 5 minutes on any course. The result was that | obtained 
better marks than the first summer! The courses given were mostly bullshit 
and although some of the instructors were competent | wasn’t impressed 
with any of them-particularly the ones in math. However. Judy became 
enamored with one of the teachers there. | was amazed at this since | 
spotted him as somewhat phoney. Judy asked me what | thought of him 
and was quite miffed when | expressed my honest opinion. The chief thing 
that made me suspicious of this fellow was the presentation of his material. 
At the time | had a copy of a popularized version of the subject that he was 


teaching and this fellow practically spewed out his lecture word for word 
from my book. Was he kidding or what? Judy went on about this guy so 
much that | decided to check him out so one day after class when Jusy was 
asking him questions about the subject material, | waited for him to finish 
his explanation and | inquired, “Where was it that you got your doctorate?” 
The man looked at me and snappily retorted a well-known university in the 
USA. | did a bit more prodding eliciting tidbits of information. After we left 
the classroom, Judy chafed me about my interrogation but | smiled and | 
told her that | was going to check him out. 

“Well, I’m sure he’s legit and why are you so curious?” 

“Because you’re so enamored with this guy and | don’t understand 
why.” Judy did not answer. 

Well, | phoned the university where this fellow had supposedly 
graduated but leanred that he had been a part-time student there and 
certainly had never obtained a doctorate, let alone any degree at all. 

Feeling vindicated | informed Judy of my discovery, but she 
chastised me for my efforts. However, | noticed that her ardour had 
somewhat dimmed over the next few weeks. Judy asked me what | was 
going to do about this. | said, “Nothing. If he can fool these idiots that are 
teaching here, all the more power to him. Plus, I’m no rat fink. He hasn’t 
done anything to me personally except maybe giving me lower marks than | 
want, but Ill remedy that.” 

“How?” she asked. 

“I don’t know yet, but | won’t get him in any trouble.” 

The next lecture after class when Judy was talking to this fellow, | 
made a remark about having a friend at his alma mater. He paled for a 
minute but when he saw my big grin, he regained his composure and from 
then on, | found that he was a lot easier in his marking my papers and we 
both ended up with high marks. As far as | know this man might still be 
teaching there or at some prodigious university. Later | met him and his 
wife at a huge shopping center and we chatted a bit. | really sort of liked the 
fellow and was happy that he was making a go of it. 

Judy eventually invited me over to her apartment. | met her two 
children. The girl was then about three and the boy around 5. Both had 
decided English accents. Most of the time the two kids were off the scene 
either playing or at some school. Judy did not seem to have any steady boy 
friend but there was this French fellow that had a room there, but | only met 
him once. Judy fancied herself in love with this man, but he was living with 
some other woman. It was a weird scene. 

One day while being at Judy’s | decided to make a move. | grabbed 
her but she was having none of it. Each time | was there | would end up 
chasing her about her apartment and end up laughing since | usually got 
nowhere. Then one day when | chased her she let herself be caught. This 
was so unexpected that for a moment | wasn’t sure what to do, but | quickly 
recovered and we ended up in the sack. We had lots of fun together and 
our friendship continued even after the courses ended. Judy began to trust 


me and she would tell me about her other escapades. | was not the jealous 
type and | ended up laughing at some of her antics. She had a full sex life. 
One day she confessed to me that she thought | was a fag. | was somewhat 
taken aback. | asked her why she would think such a thing and she told me 
that since | had not made moves right away, she assumed that | was 
homosexual. That taught me a lesson and | never made that mistake again. 
| forget which summer it was but Judy got quite worried about her 
being reinstated at the high school. The administration there were pulling 
their usual tricks playing mind games with their teachers. One of the bits 
was to keep the prospective teacher hanging on a thread until the last 
minute and then informing them that they had been rehired and come in to 
sign the contract. | told Judy to seek other employment. She did and ended 
up teaching at the Vieux Montreal CEGEP (where | was employed). She was 
worried what the high school people would do. | asked her, “Have you 
actually signed the contract at the CEGEP and have they signed as well?” 

“Yes,” she replied. 

“Well then, if the high school people phone you, tell them politely to 
go shit in their hand.” 

Judy laughed and asked, “Can they do anything?” 

“Not legally. They can cry in their beer.” 

Judy then told me that she was making a lot more money at the 
CEGEP. | said that this was great and that’s all the high school people 
deserved. What she didn’t know was that my son had attended that school 
and | met some of the people there and thought them a bumch of pricks. 
Sure enough, they phoned Judy in August just before school started and 
informed her that they could take her back but at the same salary. You see, 
they figured that because she was a widow with teo young children they 
could jerk her around. Well, when she told them that she was working 
elsewhere, they flipped and started making noises about breech of contract 
and other bullshit. Judy politely told them that they didn’t have a legal leg 
to stand on and they should have signed her contract in June when they 
were supposed to. After a lot of sputtering and gulping, they finally realized 
they were fucked and they had a hell of a time finding another Spanish 
teacher at that juncture. Of course, | was elated at the fact that finally, some 
administration types had gotten their come-uppance. 

Judy an | continued our friendship but | would usually see her only 
once a week. We would spend the afternoon together and sometimes | 
would stay for supper. Everything was going along smoothly when she 
announced that she was moving to France! | was a bit surprised but then | 
figured it probably had something to do with her paramour. She had 
obtained a teaching position at the Sorbonne but it was only a one year 
contract. She took the kids to France and we corresponded mostly by 
cassette tape. | did not see her until 1977. 

Meanwhile, | had gotten involved with Mary and for futher 
information about that exhausting experience the reader can peruse that 
chapter. Suffice it to say that | was experiencing depression and had 


related my tale of woe to Judy. Judy sent a tape back and asked me to 
come over to visit her in Paris. She alleged that this might have a 
salubrious effect on me. At first | figured that this sounded like a good idea 
but | could not see myself actually going, but then upon further reflection, | 
remembered that Judy and | had gotten along extremely well together and 
seeing her again would be a welcome relief. So, | bit the buttlet and flew 
over. The plane trip was very rough-even the stwerdess was seated. We 
were bouncing around over the Atlantic Ocean and | had visions of ending 
up as shark meat. When we finally landed at Orly airport, | was still a bit 
shaken, but when | saw Judy and the big smile she had on her face, | 
quickly recovered. She had commandeered a friend, a movie producer, to 
pick me up. He dumped us off at Judy’s five story walk-up flat and then left. 
Judy put me to bed right away and this allayed any jet lag that might have 
occurred. 

My stay with Judy was wonderful except for the illnesses which | 
incurred. | made the mistake of drinking the Paris water so | had the shits 
for 4 days. Then we went to visit a girl firned who worte lyrics for a famous 
rock singer and when | sat down to play the piano for the girls, | felt 
something wet under me. It was | and | had the shits again. | developed a 
temperature and had to walk over a mile to catch the train back to Paris. | 
thought that | wasn’t going to make it. Judy was tough and had little 
sympathy for my plight but we spent about 7 weeks together. She showed 
me all of the Parisian sights and she told me that she had had so many 
visitors that she had worked out a special itinerary for her guests and 
never seemed to tire or get bored visiting the same sights again and again. 
| had bought a camera and took a lot of pictures and Judy would write all 
the pertinent info on the back of each picture. 

Judy had lost her teaching job, but she managed to get a job as a 
script girl and worked sporadically with a movie producer that made 
commercials. | went to one of these shootings and they proved to be 
extremely boring. The producer filmed the same scene repeatedly until 
even | kniew the script. Judy left me there for the afternoon as she had a 
liason with some other fellow. She had a coterie of friends-some male and 
some female. | met most of them and found them quite interesting except 
for one asshole that | did not like the first time | met him. 

From time to time | would cash my American Express checks at one 
of the banks. At that time I received 495 francs for one hundred American 
dollars. | would hand the money to Judy, who would take what she needed 
and hand me back what was left. She never took too much and | never 
questioned what she took anyway. She would prepare my breakfast and 
supper if we did not go out someplace. She would usually leave her money 
on the mantle in the living-bed room. Judy had a mattress on the floor 
which we used as a bed. | had brought my electric blanket and she had a 
transformer to change the 220v to 110v so that | could use my blanket. That 
blanket saved my bacon when | got the ague and had chills, | would get 


under the blanket and turn it upall the way until my fever would break. Poor 
Judy had to go sleep with her daughter on these occasions. 

Getting back to the money on her mantle, she found that a lot of it 
was missing. She thought that | had taken it but of course, | had not. The 
kids could not have taken it since they were away at school when it 
disappeared. We finally decided that it had to be the asshole that | did not 
like. There was something about this guy. He would make it a point never 
to talk any English, which none of her other firneds did. | found that kind of 
rude under the circumstances, but there were other little things, like his 
body language and the snide way he talked. 

Judy was a frustrated cartoonist and she had drawn pictures of all 
her friends (including me) with their names altered to exaggerate some 
idiosyncrasy in their character. For example, she drew a cartoon of me and 
called me “Couth.” We used to look at these cariactures from time to time 
and guffaw. She even had some of her children but | think she only showed 
these to me since her friends might not have appreciated her sense of 
humor. 

Her son was now 15 and had developed a French accent. Not only 
that but his English was poor. The girl was 13, still in puberty, but | could 
see that she would be quite fetching when she got older. She had a little 
dog that she constantly took with her. The only time they were apart was in 
the apartment. Her daughter wanted to learn how to play boogie woogie so 
| gave her a few lessons but she could not coordinate her hands properly. 
Judy’s son was somewhat disrespectful to me but | managed to get along 
with him. | never found how her children turned out. | never saw Judy’s 
“love” all the time | was there. | don’t know whether he was still in Montreal 
or in Paris or both. | had met him only once acter an afternoon session with 
Judy in Montreal and he seemed quite nice. 

| also managed to meet Charles Delauny, the “Le Jazz Hot” fellow. 
My friend George (check out my chapter) was a good friend of his and 
asked me to look him up. We met twice and had lunch together. | found him 
very gracious and he spoke English wuite well. | also met a girl from 
Jamestown, NY that was working as a model for Paris Match. She was 
living in an apartment owned by a Japanese electronics mogul and was 
being turfed out because she wasn’t “cooperating” with the Jap on 
weekends. This Jap had a Steinway with inlaid wood (that’s how | got 
involved) and Judy wanted me to try it out. The piano needed some work 
and the inlaid wood didn’t do that much for the sound. The girl was very 
nice and of course knew about Wellsville, NY which was nearby and where 
| have a cousin living. She passed on a lot of clothes for Judy’s daughter. 

There were a couple of mishaps that | must relate. Judy insisted on 
our taking busses or riding the subway. | wanted to take taxis but she 
wouldn’t hear of it so we did a lot of walking. One day we boarded the 
subway train and we had to stand because of the crowd. Before | could 
grasp a strap or pole, the car suddenly accelerated and | lurched forward 
and had to clomp down hard with my steel-toed shoe that | wore for 


walking. Unfortunately, some lady had her foot sticking out of the aisle and 
| came down hard on the outside of her foot. She let out a loud yelp and | 
tried to apologize but she didn’t speak English. She kept ranting and | 
turned around for some assistance from Judy, but there was no Judy! She 
had beaten a hasty retreat. | stood there like a pillar of shit with the woman 
swearing at me. Suddenly, | felt a tug on my arm. It was Judy. The train 
stopped and we scooted out the door with the woman still going on. | 
asked Judy, “Where were you? | needed some assistance.” 

“There was no way | was getting involved.She looked like a lot of 
trouble and she wasn’t really hurt all that much.” And that was that as far 
as Judy was concerned. 

Another night we were invited to a supper. Supper in Paris usually 
meant one ate around 9 p.m. | could never get around this. Anyway, Judy 
had another liason with some one and told me to meet her at this address. 
She wrote it on a paper in French and instructed me to show it to the taxi 
driver. She then ran off for her appotintment. | grabbed a cab at the stand 
near her apartment. | looked at the address and it said 125 University N. | 
got in the cab, handed it to the driver and sat back until he stopped. | got 
out of the cab and looked at the building. It did not seem like the place 
Judy had described but | went in. The apartment was on the 2" floor. | 
noticed a very unfriendly looking cat as | ascended the stairs. | didn’t think 
too much about it and reaching the apartment | rapped on the door. There 
was no answer and then I heard the elevator ascending and stopping at the 
floor that | was on. The unfriendly cat came over and said something in 
French which of course. | did not understand. He then spoke Spanish. | did 
not understand that either. | showed him my paper and this made him get 
more excited and he started to gesticulate wildly and then indicated that | 
come with him, which | did. We went outside and he pointed to the building 
address. It was 125 so | couldn’t figure out what was going on. Then his 
wife heard the commotion and came over to see what was wrong. She 
looked at me and | smiled and asked her if she spoke any English. She did 
so | asked her what her husband was trying to tell me. She queried her 
husband and then said, “You have the wrong address, you have to go to 
125 north, you are 125 south, at the complete opposite side of town.” She 
then said something to her hubby. He smiled, | smiled, thanked him, patted 
him on the shoulder, thanked the woman and fucked off. 

There was only one thing to do. It was now 9 p.m. and | was not at 
my destination. | surmised that the cab driver had pulled a fast one thinking 
that | was an American. Then | saw a taxi. | hailed it but all | got was some 
yelling and gesticulating. Several cabs came by but not one would stop. 
Now one must realize my situation. | was legally blind, in a city that | id not 
know and it was after curfew. Suddenly, | heard voices. A bunch of Arab 
types were walking towards me. They saw me try to hail a cab so one of 
them told me that cabs didn’t stop for pickups, you had to go to a taxi 
stand. They pointed out an hotel several blocks from where | was and | 
walked there only to find about 20 people awaiting cabs. What was | to do? 


| scanned all the people there and noticed that the 2"? person in line was a 
single, middle-aged woman. | approached her and asked her if she spoke 
English. She did although she was German. | told her of my plight and 
asked if | could ride with her to my destination. She eyed me and 
acquiesced. At that moment a cab pulled up so | opened the door for her 
and got in the front with the driver. The driver started to make noises so | 
told him to shut up and drive. | was tired and I was in no mood to take any 
more crap from some French taxi driver. The taxi driver knew | meant 
business and he shut up and | tild him where to go. The woman | could see 
got scared and asked, “Do | have to pay for this?” 

| turned around, smiled and answered, “No maam, | am going to 
donate to the cause,” and with that, | whipped out several 10 franc notes 
and gave them to her. She smiled and relaxed. | addied, looking at the 
driver, “Make sure this guy doesn’t charge individually.” | suspected the 
driver understood some English and | glared at him. | didn’t like his looks 
anyway. He let me off at the right place. | checked with the German lady 
who made sure that | was at the right address. She was also very happy 
with my contribution. It was now about 10:30. 

When | arrived at the apartment, there was a plethora of people. They 
were worried so to ease the tension, | remarked, “Well, would you like me 
to regale you with my adventure getting here?” This remark evoked peals 
of laughter and | told them the story. We all ended up having a great meal 
and drinks. 

My stay with Judy perked me up and it took the edge off of my 
depression. | sent a cassette to Mary hoping that she would be happy 
about my trip. Just the opposite was the case and | received a blistering 
answer from her indicating to me that she did not want to remain friends. | 
might add that of all the women with whom | have been involved, Mary was 
the only one that held a grudge. 

Judy made some noises about going to England and meeting her 
parents but she changed her mind for whatever reason. Frankly, | wan’t 
looking for any more traveling. Then one day she told me that it was time to 
go. | believe that | had a 3 month round trip ticket but Judy had had enough 
of me after | think it was 7 weeks. So | packed up and flew back. The trip 
back was very smooth but | made the mistake of not going to bed right 
away. | started to work around the house. A day or two later | could hardly 
move. | was so weak that | thought that | was going to be visited by the 
Grim Reaper. | was assured by my wife that it was just jet lag. In any case, 
here was another instance of being lucky enough to have a friend when 
you really needed one. | corresponded a bit with Judy after this but we 
eventually lost touch with one another and to this day, | do not know what 
happened to her or her children. 


Chapter 14-Mary 


After our initial get-together as described in my chapter on 
“Jeannine,” | saw nothing of Mary when | returned on Monday to teach. | 
surmised that our tete-a-tete was either a one night affair or my 
performance had been so bad that no encores were requested. | was a bit 
disappointed but | decided to move on and enjoy the experience that | had. 
| was about ready to leave and go back to my motel room when Mary 
suddenly appeared and before | could speak, she said that she had been 
looking for me. Needless to say, | was delighted and so we began a 
friendship. At this time Mary was living with another female-a French- 
Canadian math teacher who was employed at another school. Her name 
was Suzette. She was very nice and speke English quite well. Mary and | 
hung out together whenever we weren’t teaching. Sometimes she would 
come and sit in my classroom when | was expounding mathematical stuff. 
The students got curious and our being seen together started some togues 
wagging. That didn’t stop us from having a lot of fun together. 

| noticed that Mary was eating a lot of granola and meditating. One 
day when | went over to see her she insisted that | wait outside while she 
meditated. When | asked her what she was thinking about when she 
meditated, she got a bit miffed so | dropped the subject. One of the 
teacher’s wives had also dropped by to see her and so the two of us sat 
about talking while Mary finished her “meditation.” Another time when | 
arrived Mary was quite drunk and there was some strange fellow hanging 
about. | decided that | was probably a fifth wheel so | told her that | would 
check in later. Mary wanted me to stay but | exited and hammered on the 
Bishop’s Steinway and then returned to find Mary flaked out on the bed. | 
could not rouse her so | left, but her behavior was putting up some warning 
flags for me. The next day Mary was all chipper again and she invited me to 
stay with her. She said that this was OK with Suzette and to bring my crap 
over from the motel. Of course | was delighted and | stayed with the girls 
for a few weeks but Suzette decided to move out. She had some secret boy 
friend. Mary and | had to leave a couple of afternoons so that she could 
fuck this fellow. | only found out much later that the “boy friend” was the 
husband of one of the other female teachers! 

Since the end of the school year was fast approaching, Mary decided 
to find another abode and settled into a small house that was for rent 
directly across from the city dump. She wanted me to move in with her. 
Mary was quite excited about the place and started to tell me all about how 
she was going to decorate it. | found the place to be one step above a 
dump and when it got hot, the stink from the city dump was not to be 
believed. Also, | had occasion to accost the landlord on Mary’s behalf. He 
was trying to bilk some more money from Mary. He forked over the money 
but not until after Mary’s cats had mysteriously disappeard. Once the 
matter was straightened out, we found the cats in a dresser drawer. The 
landlord was a surly fellow and when | observed his eyes, | was certain that 


he was evil. But his wife was even worse. One couldn’t talk to her without 
her breaking out in some shrill tirade. Neither of these people had any use 
for me and resented my presence. | think that maybe that landlord had eyes 
for Mary and he figured once she was in there, he might have his way with 
her. Mary was extremely intelligent but very naive. She was 23 and had very 
few street smarts. Mary was not what one would call gorgeous but she was 
extremely sexy and she had big, beautiful tits. It was amusing to see 
various males talking to her, trying not to check them out. Mary kept 
insisting that | come to stay with her. | decided to visit her on the weekends 
but eventually my wife found out about the whole affair. | remember one 
time when | drove my caddy on the dirt road that accessed the cottage. The 
road gave way and the car was mired in so thoroughly that | had to have a 
tow truck come and pull me out. This rarely happened to me. It was the 
second time this had happened. The first time my car slid into a ditch in the 
winter. Fortuaately, | had a passenger that was a good runner and she 
managed to bring a tow truck to pull us out. Those were the only two times 
that | ever got stuck in that car. It was like a tank and hardly ever got stuck. 
Also, | never had trouble starting the car, even at 20 below zero weather. 
Mary would sometimes drive it around. 

Finally, | decided to stay with Mary in that shack. Mary was an 
excellent cook and one day she decided to make a special chicken pot pie. 
She had purchased the chicken and put it in the freezer compartment of the 
beatup fridge that was provided. Unbeknownst to both of us, the ass of the 
chicken had protruded from the section and had begun to rot a bit. After we 
ate the cooked pie | was on the toilet after twenty minutes shitting my guts 
out. Mary was not affected until later and was sick for three days. She gave 
what was left of the carcass to her cat and the cat ate all around the 
infected part. 

Mary was having trouble with her previous amour. He would call 
when | was not there and fuck with Mary’s head. Mary was trying to 
extricate herself from his influence but | found out that there was a little 
more to the situation. It seems that Mary had gotten pregnant and her then 
paramour had insisted on her getting an abortion, which she did. This 
made her feel guilty and | guess her paramour probably regretted the 
decision as well. In any event he was gradually phased out but not 
completely as we will see later. Mary kept insisting that | meet this guy’s 
mother. Mary really seemed to like his mother so one day we stopped by so 
that | could meet her. | was highly unimpressed and had it not been for 
some instinct | had because of my loss of vision, | might have come out of 
there on a slab. The mother started to bullshit me with some Chinese 
horoscope that she believed in. She alleged that | was a “snake” type, 
which I did not appreciate. Then she wanted to show Mary something in the 
garage and | instinctively put up my arm since the door was one of these 
types that you roll up. However, this did not roll up or down-it fell down and 
had it not been for my arm being in the way, that heavy door would have 
fallen on my skull and probably given me a concussion! This happened so 


quickly that Mary hardly noticed what had happened and of course, leter. | 
could not convince her that it happened at all. | was beginning to think that 
| had better rethink this whole situation. A lot of little things occurred that 
were indications of troubles to come. Mary would get moody sometimes 
and she never seemed to want to accompany me when | went to a movie. 
But the one thing that stuck out in my mind was the way she laughed. | 
have mentioned this before in my writing about Nancy. | have found that 
the way a woman laughs tells me a lot about her personality. So far in my 
life, | have never been wrong in my assessment using this criterion. That 
was one thing that | learned when | taught in the girl’s school. This is highly 
unscientic of course, but it always worked for me. Mary had that little bit of 
hysteria in her laugh, much like Nancy and that was one of the first things | 
noted about her. Also, when | was staying with her and Suzette, she had 
bouts of “dissociation,” as she would call it. | put that down to her diet. She 
was not eating properly. Then, when we were in the shack, she decided to 
see a shrink. | told her that with her big tits, the shrink would probably try 
to get into her pants after the first few sessions. Mary got huffy and did not 
find my remark humorous. However, after three weeks when | picked her up 
from her appointment and asked how it went, she said, “Aw shut up,” and | 
knew that my prediction had come true. She never went back for any more 
“therapy.” 

One day when we were walking about in Sherbrooke, she suddenly 
went into this music store and started riffing through some music books. 
She had mentioned that she played the piano, but | had never heard her. 
She picked up some Bach book and something else. | asked her if she 
could really read this stuff. She averred that she could and furthermore, 
she said, she had wanted to be a concert pianist. Later, she impressed me 
with her piano technique and indeed, she was a good reader. She also 
played some modern classical from memory. 

It was a good summer. Mary introduced me to one of the University 
of Sherbrooke profs that was auditing her Master’s thesis. Mary had been 
able to learn French so quickly that she now wanted to obtain a Master’s 
degree in that language. She had proposed a topic which was 
subsequently approved by the department committee and this prof was her 
mentor. The prof was a successful Canadian author and had published 
several books. He resided in North Hatley along with a nimiety of other 
artistic types and his house was situated directly across a beach that 
abutted Lake Magog. The prof also was an amateur apiarist and my mouth 
still waters when | remember the bottles of honey that he used to give me. 
This prof also gave me permission to use his beach during the summer of 
1973 when we all sweltered. | would spend most of the day on my air 
mattress concomitantly floating and dunking myself in the lake. The prof’s 
wife was also a writer and had shelves of science fiction works. 

One of the other profs on the committee that approved Mary’s thesis 
had dated Mary, but he was unable to seduce Mary. Later, when Mary’s 
topic was rejected, | found out that it was this fellow that was chiefly 


instrumental in this rejection. However, her overseer managed to have her 
topic accepted once again. | had read Mary’s preliminary dissertation and 
was really impressed with the clarity and sophistication of her writing. She 
completed this and then suddenly drew a blank and stopped writing. She 
could not seem to get started again. During my recuperation | would make 
her sit and write until she came up with something acceptable. Mary would 
write a page, read it and then chuck it in the wastebasket. She finally put 
something together that was acceptable and after a lot of bullshit from the 
committee, she attained her Master’s degree. However, although her recent 
effort was good, it did not compare at all with her first writings. Had she 
contined in this vein, there would never have been any way that they could 
have given her a hard time. | was really puzzled about this and wondered 
what the real cause was. 

We had lots of fun and sometimes | would go back to Roxboro to see 
my wife and son and sometimes play piano at a concert. Each time I would 
leave, Mary would pout or have a fit. And she wanted us to rent an 
apartment in Lennoxville for the coming year when classes began. | was 
already making mental plans to try to extricate myself from this situation. | 
wanted somehow to continue our friendship but | really didn’t relish the 
idea of abandoning my wife and son completely. Of course, our social 
mores don’t allow for such ideal situations and | was really wondering how 
| could accomplish this. It was quite apparent to me now that Mary was 
highly unstable and probably housed a mean streak in her that | didn’t want 
to experience if | could possibly avoid it. 

My plan was to move in to the apartment and then visit Roxboro 
more and more until the end of the semester when the apartment lease 
would have to be renewed. One of my muscician friends was kind enough 
to drive some of my chattels out to Lennoxville. When we arrived | was 
astounded at Mary, who had managed to acquire a carpet and had laid the 
thing down all my herself. It gave the old place a much snazzier look. She 
really seemed to be into this thing. | didn’t realize how much until the next 
catastrophe befell me. 

It was the fall of 1974 just after we started teaching. My left eye’s 
retina started to detach. This time | wasted no time getting into the hospital 
and the next thing | knew | had been operated upon and although the retina 
had been reattached, the doctor was not satisfied and wanted to put me 
under again. | had recuperated quickly from the first operation but for some 
reason, this time | felt so wekk and so bad that | knew that | would never 
survive another assault on my body. | told the doctor there was no way | 
could go through this again and I guess by my looks, he decided not to 
operate but he insisted that | lay on my back for 22 days. Every morning he 
would come in, remove the patch on my eye and inspect it. As soon as he 
would remove that patch, the whole hospital room would start to spin 
around. The doctor would quickly replace the bandage and | would feel OK 
again. A few of my male friends came to see me but there was little they 
could do. My wife would come every week day and talk to me and help me 


eat my meals. | could detect by her step and voice that she was not well. 
Sometimes she would talk about Mary and beg me to come home. | told her 
that | wanted to but it was complicated. Mary was really a big help. | was 
quite moved by her genuine concern for my well-being. She would come 
with her back pack and whip out a book and read to me sometimes. Other 
times we would laugh and joke and talk about sex and so on. She would fill 
up the weekend void, which my wife could not do because of 
circumstances beyond her control. Another day Mary had walked all the 
way from the Jacques Cartier bridge to the hospital with her back pack 
because of some traffic jam. | was very impressed. The nurses and other 
doctors got very confused. One day they would see Jeannine with me; 
another day they would see Mary. Finally, one of the nurses told Mary that 
she was not my wife or a relative and she could not visit freely like 
Jeannine. Mary told me and | told the doctor. As soon as | finished telling 
him this, he strode out quickly and | heard him bellowing at some nurse 
saying, “Don’t you ever presume to do anything like that again. If | ever 
hear of anybody interferring with any of my patients, they’ll never work at 
another hospital if | have anything to say about it.” My doctor was Irish and 
although normally quiet, his temper was evoked by the nurse’s audacity to 
mess with his patient. He yelled so loudly that | managed to overhear most 
of the tirade. Subsequently, there was no more antipathy towards Mary and 
she came and went freely like Jeannine. 

When they finally sat me up after the 22 day stretch, | thought that | 
would expire. It took a few more days before | could walk normally and so 
on. | had a decision to make. Mary also would bend my ear about coming 
back to Lennoxville. | was beginning to feel like the guy in “Kind Hearts and 
Coronets” at the end of the movie. There was one day when the two girls 
were together talking to me. It was weird but at least they weren’t fighting. 
It took a few days to recuperate enough to be able to walk around and so 
on.I was very weak. Now | had to make a decision. What was | to do? | 
really wanted to go back home to Roxboro but | needed a lot of care-proper 
meals, baths (I wasn’t allowed showers as yer) and basically palliative care 
until | could start to function more or less normally. My wife was not really 
up to the task. | knew that she would die trying to help me. My son was 
useless, of course. My only option then was to go back to Lennoxville. But 
would Mary be up to the task? Mary was insistent and kept assuring me 
that she would look after me until | recuperated fully. 

My wife was disappointed with my decidion but | think that she might 
have been a little relieved not having to tend to me as well as looking after 
herself and my son. Mary turned out to be great. She really was in her 
finest hour. She cooked wonderful meals, brought them to me in bed as | 
was still quite weak. Complications developed, however. In our apartment, 
the bathroom was on the second floor. The kitchen and living room were 
on the first. The bedroom was next to the bathroom. This was a good thing 
for me except when | was downstairs. At tirst | was so weak that | could 
only make it up and down stiars once a day. Mary hired some girl to do the 


dishes. Mary had been rehired, but on a part time basis. This gave her time 
to look after me and she did. She knocked herself out reading to me, 
keeping me company, cooking and so on. One day after bathing | bagan to 
get dizzy and | thought that | was about to croak. Mary was supposed to go 
out with some friends and the plan was to bathe me and then tuck me in for 
a snooze, which | was doing a lot of. However, when she realized what was 
happening, she stayed with me the rest of the afternoon. | was very weak 
but | could get up eventually and go up and downsaitrs as long as the trips 
were limited. | had one of my upright Heintzman pianos moved to the 
apartment but so far | didn’t have the strength to really play it. Then | 
developed some weird symptoms. When | laid down flat on my back and 
turned my head to the right, the room would revolve clockwise. If | turned 
my head to the left, the room would revolve counterclockwise. | had to be 
careful when lying down. | was referred to some doctor later on when | was 
able to travel back to the hospital in Monreal, but | never got an answer as 
to why this occurred. My poor brain was being overtaxed as well. When | 
would look at round plates on the table, | would see first an elliptical plate, 
then it would change into an hyperbolic plate. The corners of the room 
would look like curvilinear coordinates instead of rectilinear. If | tried to 
read anthing, | had great difficulty focusing and | would break out into a 
tremendous sweat. Mary was patient but my constant illness was finally 
getting to her. | could sense it and | certainly didn’t balme her. | don’t think | 
could have put up with one half of what she had to endure. At first, | had to 
lie down most of the time but | was getting better. Mary’s half Siames cat 
would keep me company sometimes. One day when Mary was watching 
some TV and | was abed, | felt something in my body. It was a very sudden 
occurrence. It settled in my chest and before | could call to Mary, her cat 
came bounding up the stairs and jumped on my chest exactly where | felt 
this thing. Mary had observed this and wanted to know what was going on. 
| told her | felt terrible and | started to get the ague. Fortunately, | had an 
electric blanket so | wrapped myself in that and turned up the heat. | fell 
asleep and Mary went back to watch TV. | awoke later and Mary came in to 
see how | was doing. | told her that the thing had moved to my left arm. As 
soon as | said that, her cat again came and jumped on my arm and stayed 
there. The thing, whatever it was moved around in my body and each time 
it moved, Mary’s cat was right there. It was unbelievable. We still didn’t 
believe it until the cat jumped on my leg as soon as | felt the thing there. | 
spent the next two weeks sweating it out. The elextric blanket was a 
godsend. | listened to a lot of radio during the day and managed to record 
some great Oscar Peterson piano solos as he was touring around Canada 
at this time. 

| finally managed to arise and stagger around. The one thing that 
kept driving me not to succumb was my sex drive. | could think of little 
else. This really kept me going during the bad moments. 

| was finally beginning to rally around but then, one day | felt this 
pest or whatever it was in my system. | was alone at the time. Mary was 


teaching. | flet a sudden urge to play some Boogie Woogie. | had not 
touched the piano since | had returned. | made it downstairs and sat at the 
piano and proceded to hammer out Ammons’ “Shout For Joy.” | thought 
that | was going to expire after | had finished and | gasped and staggered 
over to the couch. However, | noticed that whatever it was in my system did 
not seem to like the music. My playing had a deleterious effect on it and so 
every day | would bang out some Boogie or other music and eventually | 
managed to get rid of whatever it was. | also developed a propensity to 
record some of my earlier life experiences and so | would spend a few 
hours each day making tapes of various incidents. | use these tapes even 
today when | write about the past since there are a lot of details that | have 
forgotten due to my advancing years. 

| had to travel to Montreal almost weekly when | finally was able. The 
eye doctor wanted to check me out and we had already decided that there 
was no way that I could go back to teaching. My sight was now too bad and 
the added stress would most likely precipitate another detachment. The 
campus principal, at this time, was travelling daily to the Champlain 
campus in St. Lambert. | asked him if | could travel with him. He said that 
would not be a problem and so my wife would drive over to fetch me and 
we would go to the hospital and she would then take me back to meet with 
the campus principal when he would come back. Sometimes this would be 
late in the afternoon or late at night. Occasionally, | would have to stay 
overnight with my wife as the campus principal would have to return before 
| could come back from my appointment with my eye doctor. When this 
occurred, Mary would have a fit. Any time | was away from her, she would 
become anxious. | was in no position to do anything except try to stay alive 
and try to keep what was left of my vision. 

Then Mary started to make noises about us having a kid. | didn’t 
think too much about it at first but she kept bringing up the subject. | 
figured that maybe she was trying to make up for the abortion she had but 
she would not drop the matter. Then | thought about it. Maybe it wasn’t 
such a bad idea after all. | did want more kids but this was now impossible 
to have them with my wife so why not? Maybe | would get lucky and have a 
girl. The only trouble was that | was still very weak and | was not up to my 
usual sexual powers. 

All during this time of my recuperation | had been sending half of my 
salary to my wife and using the other half for my upkeep in Lennoxville. 
From time to time | would send more money to Jeannine if she needed it, 
hopefully without Mary noticing it. During school vacations or breaks, Mary 
would visit her family and | would sometimes stay in Roxboro. Mary 
introduced me to her mother, who took an immediate dislike to me and 
each time she and Mary would see one another, Mary would be given a 
lecture and chastised for her behavior. One might say that things were not 
proceeding well. All this while Mary was teaching and taking care of me. | 
mostly stayed in the apartment but eventually managed to get out and walk 
around. | was still very weak-mostly from the pests that | contacted in the 


hospital or while trying to recuperate. Actually. it took me five years before 
| began really to get over the effects of my eye operations. Coupled with 
this was the inevitability that my sight would deteriorate as | aged. At first | 
was able to distinguish colors but that ability vanished after a few years. 

Then the inevitable happened. Mary got pregnant. | had ambiguous 
feelings about this but she seemed extremely elated and amassed all of the 
books that were extant at that time dealing with childbirth. She used these 
tomes as a guide to perpetrate the proper behavior for the birth process. 
She alleged that she wanted to adopt the Lamaize method and have her 
baby born at home! When | heard this, | was appalled but said nothing. The 
Lamaize method required yours truly to sit about and tell the pregnant 
woman to breathe. | found this a bit ludicrous as well as the other tripe that 
she was espousing from her readings so eventually | made a tape of my 
voice and told her to play this when she was doing her “exercises.” Mary 
was a bit upset at this, but she finally adopted the procedure. | noticed a 
great change in her personality and demeanor. No longer did she display 
her usual sense of humor and adopted an attitude that suggested that her 
baby was the only one in the world that was being born. She insisted on a 
baby shower and one of the teachers gave us a very practical gift. It was a 
bassinet that had a movable wire which one could put a bottle on. The 
bottle could swivel so that the baby could suck out the milk as he or she 
chose. The teacher who gave us this gift swore by it and said that it had 
assisted him and his wife many times when they had their babies. The 
down side was that one had to make sure to burp the baby after he or she 
imbibed the milk, but this was ne problem unless one had a bad memory. 

Mary started acting weird again. | put it down to hormones. | kept 
telling her that it was a much better idea to have the baby at the hospital 
like everybody else but she didn’t want to hear it. It now was becoming 
increasingly hard for me to maintain both my wife and son and expenses 
incurred with Mary. | thought of a better solution and that was to find a 
place in Montreal that was nearby Roxboro and where | could keep track of 
my responsitbilities much more easily. | mentioned this idea to Mary, but 
she rejected my proposal. There was no way | could continue in the present 
circumstances and | told Mary that it would have to be this way or else. She 
finally realized that this was the best solution given the present 
circumstances. My next task was to find a temporary place that we could 
stay while | searched for a house or apartment. | got lucky. Mervin had just 
married his long time roommate and offered his apartment to us whilst he 
went on his honeymoon. His aprtment was located near Decarie and 
Sherbrooke, which was ideal for canvassing. The next thing | did was to 
contact a real estate person that could look for a house for sale on the 
West Island. Reluctantly, Mary moved in with me in Mervin’s apartment. 
She was now well along in the pregnancy and had a month or so to go 
before she was to drop the kid. 

Then one night just before we were supposed to visit a house for 
sale, Mary threw a tantrum and ran off! What the hell was she thinking? At 


first | didn’t know what to do but then I felt a sense of relief and | decided to 
spend the night at Mervin’s and then fuck off to another friend’s house. | 
contacted this friend and retired. Well, about 1 a.m. Mary suddenly 
reappeared at the door and wanted to return. | told her that she wasn’t 
coming in unless there was no more of this nonsense. She promised that 
she would cooperate and to make a long story short, we found a nice little 
house in Pointe Claire. | did some arithmetical calculations and determined 
that if | borrowed on one of my life insurance policies, | could swing a down 
payment and obtain a bank loan for the mortgage. | managed to finalize 
evertthing by the time Mervin returned. However, the fly in the ointment 
was the fact that we could not move into the new house for another month 
or so. 

We repaired back to Lennoxville, back to the Conley street 
apartment. Mary continued her Lamaize bullshit until her waters broke. She 
suddenly changed her mind about dropping the kid in the apartment and 
we ended up at the new Sherbrooke CHU. Mary was in labor for a number 
of hours and the doctors kept me in the hospital overnight so that | could 
have the opportunity of observing the birth. | slept on a short guerney and | 
could have done without the experience of observing the birth. Anyway, 
there it was-another boy! Mary was thrilled and during her pregnancy she 
kept going on about how she was going to breast feed the baby since this 
was the natural way etc. etc. She started off to do this but when she 
realized that the baby awakened every four hours wanting to suckle, she 
decided that this disturbed her sleep too much and she switched to 
empallac. 

| was really having financial trouble and | recall that one month after 
finishing my book juggling, my total assets amounted to $.06! | started 
selling some electronic stuff and somehow | managed to keep in the blue 
except for the insurance debt. We had a good garden and during the 
summer months we saved a lot on food. My wife used to come over from 
time to time to pick up all the veggies that we had grown. Mary had to 
commute to work three days a week. | held the fort the best I could, feeding 
the baby, burping and changing him. Mary decided that my fathering was 
not adequate enough so she had her mother come down to assist. | didn’t 
like this old bag and when she started to flick my boy’s feet with her fingers 
when he didn’t feel like drinking the milk, | told her to lay off or | would do 
the same to her. The old bag also had the habit of having little bags of 
garbage all over the kitchen. They would stink, of course. and my pleading 
with her to put all the garbage in a closed can fell on deaf ears. 

The old bag left and Mary decided that she was not doing enough 
piano practicing so we set a time each day for her to practice. This lasted 
for about two weeks before she gave that up. Then she decided that she 
wanted to do some carpentry so | brought her some tools and wood that | 
had left over in Roxboro. Mary feverishly worked for two days before giving 
up on that one. She did help me install some electrical stuff but managed 
to drill through an 110V cable in the wall that provided one of the room’s 


outlets. The only way to fix this one was to either break up the wall or to 
use a double plug extension from another source. Mary read a lot and 
watched TV. She was an excellent cook so we ate well. The new baby grew 
and started to walk. We named him Erik, using letters from both our names. 
Erik turned out to be very bright. | used to talk to him sometimes using 
Donald Duck talk and he liked this. One day when Mary and | were sitting in 
the living room, Erik approached me and started to talk, imitating the 
Donald Duck language. We both fell off the couch laughing and we could 
not stop for at least fifteen minutes. 

Amother incident that comes to mind involved Erik and Felix (my 
cat). Erik saw Felix eating his cat food and would crawl over from time to 
time and pick up a handful of the catfood and put it in his mouth and start 
to eat it. Mary would freak, but | looked at the contents of the food and 
found almost every vitamin and mineral known to mankind. So | asked 
Mary if this was really a bad thing? Erik had a way of slipping out of his 
high chair. No matter how hard or which way | would strap him in this 
device, he would find a way to wriggle out of it. Erik was very observant. He 
would watch us using the dishwasher, putting the plates and glasses etc in 
there. Mary thought that everything Erik did was cute and funny. She was 
remarking on this while looking for her reading glasses-spectacles with 
large lenses that she utilized when perusing literature. They had 
disappeared. We looked all over the place but found no glasses. Then when 
| emptied the dishwasher | found what was left of them, two lenses and 
what was left of a twisted metal frame. Of course, | thought this was 
hilarious, but Mary didn’t find it too cute or funny. 

Another trick Erik perpetrated was to take all the books off of the 
bottom shelf in our library (the only one that he could reach) and procede 
to rip up the pages. At this time all my books were on the bottom shelf. 
Mary found this very amusing. | said nothing but when she lef to go to 
work, | transferred all my books on the lower shelf to the uppermost one 
and put some of Mary’s books on the Iwer one. Well, the next time Erik 
started to rip a book, Mary was glowing with pride and commenting about 
how cute Erik was. |, of coure, concurred and it was only after he started on 
the second tome that Mary sudedenly realized that it was her book that was 
being torn to shreds. Then it didn’t seem to be so funny any more and Mary 
started to restrict Erik from any more of this behovior. Erik started walking 
around and | had to put locks on some of the rooms’ doors to prevent more 
mayhem to various objects. The next thing | knew | watched the little fellow 
try to pick one of the locks on one of the doors. 

Then one day | awoke about 6 a.m. to find one of Mary’s brothers (a 
lawyer), who had come to visit. He introduced himself and then he and 
Mary ran off someplace to talk. That’s when Mary started to make noises 
about owning half of the house. The only trouble was that she didn’t pay 
for half of it and her monthly contribution, while adequate, did not entitle 
her for ownership as far as | was concerned. A few weeks later, her brother 
showed up again and later her father, whom she told me she hated, came 


to visit to see Erik mostly, but | was starting to get pissed off about all of 
the financial grumbling going on. | knew that the only person that had any 
rights to the house was my wife. 

Then another cantastophre occurred. Mary came down with some flu 
that incapacitated her so much that she could hardly walk. A few days later 
| was afflicted similarly but not quite as bad. Ralph came to the rescue and 
drove us around for shopping but one day Mary practically fainted in the 
store and had to be helped out. | tried to look after Erik, but | was really 
under the weather. Mary finally called her mother to come and help out. Her 
mother dutifully arrived the next day and took over most of the chores. Her 
mother also lectured Mary endlessly and hectored her about the whole 
situation. Then after a couple of weeks, Mary announced that she was 
leaving with her mother. She felt too weak and needed to recuperate. 
“That’s fine,” said I, “but who is going to look after Erik?” 

“Well, you can do that. | should only be gone for a week or so.” | 
knew there was no way she would be coming back. 

| addied, “What about the cats?” Mary had acquired a Siamese and | 
had Felix. 

“I guess you’ll have to look after them as well.” 

“Mary, | can hardly look after myself. What are you thinking.” 

“I’m too sick to think about anything. My mother has promised to 
tend to me.” And with that the two of them left and took the train back to 
Kitchener, where the old bag lived. 

As soon as they were out the door, | phoned the CLSC and they 
switched me over to some social worker. | apprised her of the situation and 
she told me that she would drop around and talk to us. | then said, “Lady, 
Mary’s gone as of five minutes ago. I’m legally blind and stuck here with 
my kid, who is nine months old.” 

“What?!” she gasped. “I’ll be right over.” Ten minutes later, a young 
woman appeared and arranged for Erik to be temporarily housed in another 
home in Pte. Claire fairly close by where | could visit him if | wished. She 
grabbed Erik and the next time | saw him he was in a nice home with a 
young couple that had two other children. | visited Erik at least twice a 
week and aside from his eating quarts of yogurt (this was how the foster 
mother got him to do anything), he was well looked after. The people even 
invited me for a Christmas dinner. 

This was a bad time for me. Here | was in the house without cats 
alone with all sorts of stuff to get rid of. | found a girl to take care of my 
cats for $2 per day. When | felt bad | would phone Bruce, who would come 
over to keep me company. He suggested that | needed a change of venue. 
Mary would phone and promise to return and then accuse me of trying to 
steal Erik from her. It was a bad time. She also told me that they had to take 
her off the train on the way to her mother’s because she had flipped out. 
Then she wanted to come back to get Erik. | told her that if she did, this 
better be a permanent arrangement since | was not into her dumping him 
on me again when | couldn’t possibly look after him properly. She 


promised and then came to get her stuff. She looked bad. She didn’t want 
to know about coming back. This might have been a good decision under 
the circumstances since we didn’t seem to be getting along at all. When 
she left that was the last | saw of Mary for a few years. 

| decided to follow Bruce’s advice and since | had been in touch with 
my friend, Judy, anyway, | figured that it might be beneficial to visit her. | 
no sooner had thought about this when | received a tape from Judy telling 
me that if | wanted to come to see her, she would enjoy my company. | have 
written about my subsequent visit in the “Judy” chapter. 

| sold the house in Pte Claire, making enough of a profit to pay back 
my insurance loan and to buy some new rugs for my house in Roxboro. | 
moved back in with my wife and son. My wife was really beginning to 
succumb to the horrors of continued dialysis. My son was now a teenager 
and active in the Montreal jazz scene. | tried helping him by putting on jazz 
concerts and getting him to play with well-known musicians. Four years 
elapsed and | met a mutual friend of Mary and myself by chance and | 
asked him about Erik to see if he was OK. I received a letter from Mary with 
pictures of a mop-haired boy, who looked fairly well fed. | subsequently 
entrained to Ottawa to meet with Mary and Erik. Mary had him doing the 
dishes! And she always made him eat what was in front of him. | gave her 
some money but after a second visit, | did not go back since Mary was 
always instructing me how to act around Erik, telling me what to do, what 
to say and so on. Then one weekend when my wife was in the hospital, | 
came back with Erik so that he could hear me play the piano at a City 
exhibition. Erik took this opportunity to run amok and at one point jumped 
on my lap in the middle of a solo. My bass player was breaking up. Then 
the other group (a rock group) decided that they didn’t like my jazz group 
and they pulled the plug so that both the bass guitar and piano crapped out 
in the middle of a number. The bass player, thinking that the man standing 
on the stage had done this, grabbed the fellow by his shirt and was about 
to pound him when | told him that this was the mayor and he had nothing to 
do with it. The bass player went after one of the rock group but they 
boogied out somewhere where he couldn’t find them. Then one of their 
entourage asked me what | though of the rock group. | told him that they 
were a bunch of no-talent motherfuckers. My bass player laughed and 
confirmed my assessment but | could see that my remark upset the 
fireman. 

We finished the gig and Jacques looked for Erik. He was missing! We 
looked all over-no Erik. There was little | could do so | went home. | had 
seen him near the firemen so | suspected they had done something with 
him. | received a phone call from the police. They told me they had Erik at 
the station and to come down to get him. | told them | didn’t have a car and 
they could bring him to the house. The cop sputtered and then said, “You 
come down and get him now or we'll arrest you, put you in jail and throw 
away the key.” 


| answered, “Try it,” and | hung up. Ten minutes later there was a 
knock on the door. | opened it and there was the mayor holding Erik in his 
arms, who had fallen asleep. | advised him about what had been said to me 
and he said that the police should never have spoken to me this way. But | 
was pissed since | knew that they had taken Erik and they wanted me to 
grovel. Their little ploy did not work, but had it been now, | would have 
taken further action. Mary was concocting all sorts of plans for Erik and 
me. The trouble was | didn’t agree with her method of child rearing. | cut 
off any further communication since we were getting nowhere and | had my 
sick wife to look after. The next thing | knew there was a baliff at the door 
handing me a summons for child support. | contacted a fremale lawyer in 
Ottawa, who turned out to be completely incompetent and | wound up with 
a judgment against me. Then I began to do some thinking and checking my 
diaries. | found that the time of conception had occurred at a time when 
Mary was on holiday. This aroused my suspicions especially when | 
thought back on all of the times she was asking for money. | refused to pay 
anthing and since at this time an Ontario judgment had little chance of 
being observed in Quebec, | surmised that | would probably not have to 
pay anuthing. | was right. A few years went by. | found out that Erik was 
being placed in foster homes since Mary didn’t seem to be able to look 
after him properly. | phoned several of these places to see whether he was 
OK. One place | think they beat him. Mary always had some story about 
how she could not look after him. It was never about Erik, it was always 
about her. 

Then one day | revieved a call from Mary. She alleged that she 
wanted to make amends so that we could do something for Erik. | took this 
to mean that she was not having any success with her judgment against 
me and she probably needed money. | told her that | would be glad to 
cooperate with her but with two conditions: First, that she withdraw the 
judgment pending against me and second, she submit to a DNA test when 
it would become available. She demurred so | humg up. Ten minutes later 
she phoned back and agreed but | would have to pay her a monthly amount 
to take care of Erik. | had no problem with that so we drew up a legal 
agreement and | coughed up the monthly stipend. In addition | agreed to 
see Erik and keep him for weekends from time to time. He was now 10 
years old. My wife had died in 1984. My son was staying with me so it 
complicated matters. Erik had bed-wetting problems and was very 
argumentative, but he was basically a nice boy. | laid down a few rules and 
one week gave him an old Apple computer that | was about to sell. Erik was 
thrilled. | also gave him a little portable TV set. A day after he had returned 
home, Mary phoned and complained about the computer. It was taking up 
too much of his time etc. etc. She told Erik to return it, which he did. Erik 
was always complaining about his mother so | sat him down and explained 
how difficult it was for his mother to look after him and so on. Erik actually 
listened and later Mary thanked me for my talk with him. Then Mary 
prceeded with her usual litany of instructions about how to do this or that 


with Erik. Most of this was nonsense, of course, but once in a while, she 
would come up with a good idea. 

A few weeks later, Mary phoned to say that she had changed her 
mind about the computer. He could have it, after all. Unfortunately, | had 
sold it after Erik had returned it. This had been my original intention 
anyway but when Mary heard this, she got very upset and blamed me! Then 
she would carry on about Erik’s behavior and so forth. Meanwhile, Erik was 
acting up and not following the rules that we had agreed upon when he was 
there. All of this was beginning to annoy me and so | called a halt to the 
trips until | could figure out some scenario with less stress. | did not stop 
the payments. 

Then the DNA test became available. | advised Mary, but she ignored 
me and then alleged that the test would be traumatic for Erik. | reminded 
her that this was not the agreement. Finally, after futile bickering | stopped 
sending checks. | told her that | would gladly continue when she took the 
tests, if they indicated that | was the father, | would be more than willing to 
pay more money. | heard nothing from Mary for awhile and then another 
baliff appeared at my door with a new summons. 

This time | found a good lawyer and essentially | was not going to do 
anything until Mary took that DNA test. | was not about to reveal any 
financial info or anything else until it was proven scientifically that | was 
the father of Erik. Mary dragged the case on for years and always found 
some excuse not to take the DNA test. Finally the case was settled for a 
particular sum of money and she was not to pursue the matter ever again 
and the status of Erik’s male parent was undetermined without prejiduce. 
Also, | was not allowed to have contact with Erik except through legal 
consul. This latter stipulation clearly showed me that Mary wanted 
complete control of Erik. Erik eventually ran away and contacted me a few 
times but I couldn’t interact with him. He could not understand this but all | 
could say to him was to contact my lawyer. Eventually, when Erik reached 
the age of 21, he wanted to settle the issue of his parentage. | told him that | 
would put up half the money for the DNA test if he would as well. Further, | 
said that if | turned out to be his father, | would reimburse him, but if it 
turned out that | was not the father, he would have to reimburse me. Erik 
never seemed to have enough money for this so a lot of years elapsed 
before we could actually have the test done. | suspect that Mary had a lot to 
do with this. 

Finally, Erik agreed to the test and it turned out that I was his father 
and so we got together to make up for lost years of contact. | am not 
writing this to cast aspersions at anybody, but | have to say that my 
original suspicion and assessment of Mary’s having a mean streak has 
been confirmed. The adage “Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned,” does 
not really apply since both Erik and I were the ones that were scorned! And 
why Mary bears this grudge against me really puzzles me unless one 
realizes that there are such people in this world that cannot move on. Poor 
Erik received the brunt of her warath and one incident that | found out 


about really appalled me. Erik had written a composition and entered it in a 
competition. The prize was a chance for him to meet some famous wiriters 
in New York including travelling expenses. Erik was convinced that his 
entry would win. He heard nothing until some time later when his mother 
informed him that she had received his letter of acceptance but had 
withheld it from him for some punishment! | found this unpardonable. What 
was the point? Was she jealous of his success or what? Other behavior 
that | heard about convinced me that | should have intervened somehow, 
but maybe that would have only exacerbated the situation. In spite of all the 
negativity, | found that Erik had survived the personal acrimony that befell 
him and is now living a full and glorious life. 

But my intent in these lines was to show that even mean-spirited 
people can sometimes rise above their selfishness and truly perform 
selfless acts. The trick is to try to be around such people when they’re in 
their more altruistic mood. 


Chapter 15-Wilkie 


My first contact with Wilkie was circa 1951. | had occasion to phone 
him about an appearance with Brew Moore, a bebop jazz tenor player who 
was presently engaged for a week playing at the Jazz Workshop upstairs in 
the old Video café in Montréal. Although | have written elsewhere about the 
Jazz Workshop | should elaborate a bit on the zeitgeist then prevalent in 
Montréal. Although Paul Blay and | founded the Jazz Workshop and 
financed this institution via concerts at the Chez Paree nightclub and later 
at the Jazz Workshop premises. We were not the original group of 
musicians that promulgated the new bebop music in Montréal. The Café St. 
Michel had previously begun promoting the new music employing an ex- 
patriot musician from the Duke Ellington Orchestra by the name of Louis 
Metcalfy. Metcalfe had put together a group of musicians including Wilkie 
on drums, “Steep” Wade on piano, Bob Rudd (among others) on bass, 
Willie Gerard on violin, Herbie Johnson on tenor sax and Butch Watanabe 
on trombone. These individuals were essentially the crux of the musical 
group but Metcalfe employed various other musicians from time to time. 
The surprising thing was the reaction to the violin in the band-that is, until 
they heard Willie play. Metcalfe first started at the Café St. Michelle 
sometime in the early 40s. Metcalfe, himself did not play bebop, but put up 
a valiant effort in trying to learn the new music and only employed 
musicians that were able to play in this new medium. After a few months 
his band was second to none, amassing a huge book of arrangements 
gleaned from visiting musicians such as Stan Kenton, Dizzy Gillespie etc. 
and Metcalfe’s group actually played some Tristano charts. All of the 
visiting jazz musicians would usually come to sit in and pay homage to the 
Metcalfe group. Also at this time Oscar Peterson was just starting out and 
trying to learn the new music. He sometimes sat in but he learned a lot 
from Wade, who seemed to have a better grasp on the new music and 
although he lacked Peterson's technique, he was able to impart enough 
knowledge about the new music to Peterson, who quickly developed into a 
first rate bop piano player. 

Now there was a certain dichotomy amongst the new players. On the 
one hand the Jazz Workshop musicians mostly played uptown. Some of 
the more experienced players would venture sometimes to the Café St. 
Michel to sit in but for the most part Paul Blay and associates would work 
in the Black Magic room in the Chez Paree or some other club uptown. 
Subsequently, there was very little contact between most members of the 
Jazz Workshop and the Café St. Michel musicians. | did not venture to sit in 
at the Café St. Michel simply because | didn't consider myself good enough 
at that time to play with such experienced musicians. Also, when | was a 
high school student hanging around the Café St. Michel | found the 
drummer rather intimidating. Of course this was Wilkie and | often heard 
him criticizing some of the musicians that had the audacity to sit in and not 


make it. It was thus that | felt a bit of trepidation when | was asked to 
contact Wilkie and invite him to play with Moore. 

There was also a dichotomy in the styles of the new music. There 
was the Charlie Parker school and the Tristano school. | was a great 
Charlie Parker fan but | was deeply interested in the Tristano school and 
had even taken lessons from the man himself. There was also an antipathy 
towards this Tristano school from most of the beboppers. | assumed that 
Wilkie would probably be antagonistic towards Tristano's music. Anyway | 
phoned him and after a bit of palaver to my surprise, he was an avid 
Tristano fan. We had a very pleasant conversation and he acquiesced but 
told me that he would bring bongos since he did not relish the idea of 
using somebody else's drums and he didn't like Paul Blay that much either. 
He showed up on the appointed night along with steep Wade and Bob 
Rudd. They all had a wonderful session but it did not foster any merger 
between the uptown musicians and the Café St. Michel musicians. Because 
of Rockhead’s Paradise across the street on the other corner which also 
catered to jazz musicians, the area was affectionately called "the corner." 
Near the corner was a hotel called the Orgen. A lot of the musicians would 
stay there-especially when sleeping off a high from some junk. | won't 
comment on the name of that hotel if one spells it backwards! When one 
crashed at the Orgen hotel one would sometimes be surprised at who was 
sleeping in one of the other beds. For example, Wilkie woke up one day and 
there was Charlie Parker on the next bed beside him. It seems that Charlie 
did not like the piano player at his last gig and decided to quit and venture 
to Montréal. Wilkie and Steep Wade even had the opportunity to jam with 
Charlie on the first floor of the Café St. Michel one afternoon. At night this 
area was known as the “Snakepit.” Believe me that was the proper eponym 
to which | can personally attest having had the pleasures associated with 
this place several times when | was a teenager. | met many a colorful 
character there and managed to play boogie-woogie on the upright piano 
that was housed there. It had the usual missing keys, cigarette burns and 
was completely out of tune. It managed to survive somehow the terrible 
poundings that it endured. | recall one night when a piano player strode up 
to the piano, placed a scarf on the keys and proceeded to hammer out 
some stride piano without missing a note or a beat. 

With this background in mind | must fast-forward to a Saturday in the 
80s when my friend, Ralph, decided to hold a reunion for all of the then 
living jazz musicians that had participated in the jazz scene in the late 40s, 
early 50s and beyond. To my amazement Wilkie showed up! Wilkie had quit 
the jazz scene in the late 50s, had gone to Lexington to clean up-i.e. to kick 
a bad heroin habit, quit the music business entirely and sell real estate. A 
number of musicians showed up that | had not seen for years. A lot of us 
played and all in all, the effort proved to be a huge success. Not only that 
but one of the musicians had the foresight to hire a_ professional 
photographer to take a picture of all of us and | was fortunate enough to 
acquire an 8 x 10 glossy of this. Just prior to this reunion | was invited to 


sit in on Len Dobbin’s jazz radio program. When | entered his studio | 
spotted this middle-aged looking gentleman, very neatly dressed, every 
hair in place and wondered who this might be and wondered what did he 
have to do with the jazz scene. | did not recognize him as the famous Cafe 
St. Michel jazz drummer Mark Wilkinson, better known as “Wilkie.” | was 
reintroduced but aside from the usual radio smalltalk we did not interact 
too much. However, at Ralph's reunion we gravitated towards one another 
and | inquired whether he was still doing any drumming. Wilkie was 
adamant that he had not touched drums for years but was still listening to 
jazz. | invited him over to one of my basement sessions and to my surprise 
he showed up. | found him to be very friendly and we slowly developed a 
close friendship. In fact, Wilkie started to attend the basement sessions 
weekly and Jacques would swing by on his way over and pick Wilkie up. 
Once he felt secure in this new environment he began to sit in sometimes 
or grab a stick and play with Jacques adding some interesting cymbal 
work. | must say that Wilkie was one of the few drummers that mastered 
the 12 eight ding-da-da ding thing. Tristano was always complaining about 
drummers who could never get that feel properly. Wilkie was one of the few 
drummers that did have it down. Every time he would sit in and play this 
particular rhythm on the top cymbal, it would make me turn around to see 
what was happening. Wilkie had developed a method of playing with his 
fingers, instead of his wrists and/or arms like most drummers. This enabled 
him to play with ease at extremely fast tempos 

| also have to mention here the grace and aplomb that Jacques 
displayed in these sessions. Instead of reacting like most musicians when 
being exposed to one with superior pwers, Jacques never got upset at 
Wilkie, even when Wilkie would start banging on the top cymbal during 
some tune that we were playing. Jacques, like myself, had also attended 
the Café Ste. Michelle sessions and had always admired Wilkie’s prwess on 
the drums. Jacques also had freq uented the night spots in New York in the 
late forties and early fifties. Wilkie was not the kind of person that would 
intrude in a nast y way. Somehow he would manage to infuse some idea 
through subtle looks or behavior, especially when the bass player or | 
fucked up somehow. It quickly became apparent that our trio sessions 
were fast becoming quartet efforts. After each session we would allgo to 
some eating place and wolf down a supper. Then we would part company 
and meet the next week. For a while we had to use a plethora of bass 
players since our mainstay was off playing boat gigs. The rapport with 
Jacques and Wilkie was second to none and also with our regular bassist. 
We might not have been producing the greatest music but we sure enjoyed 
our sessions to the utmost. If there are any bridge players out there, they 
will Know what | am talking about. Once you find the 3 other people with 
whom you feel most comfortable, you don’t want to ruin the embience by 
using another fourth. 

As our friendship developed | found that our musical and food tastes 
were in complete harmony with one another. | also found Wilkie very astute 


in financial matters and subjects in general. Wilkie had married a French 
Canadian girl and had sired six kids. He managed to make a good living 
and had developed a good stock portfolio. He also had been a musician in 
the Canadian Army during World War Il and had contracted some rare 
tropical disease and was receiving a pension. Later in his life the 
government decided to terminate its pension despite the fact that he was 
still suffering the effects of this disease. He appealed his case and 
fortunately for him the doctor who had diagnosed his ailment was still alive 
and testified for him chastising the government for trying to terminate the 
pension. This pension was considerable and | believe that the government 
had to pay back interest. This allowed Wilkie to purchase a 10,000 foot 
square condo on Miami Beach. He subsequently had to sell this property 
due to poor health. 

Another thing that we had in common was our poor eyesight. Wilkie 
had a bad case of glaucoma and had to put drops in his eyes daily. My 
problem was due to retina detachments and my vision was failing daily so 
we would commiserate with one another sometimes during our daily 
telephone conversations. Wilkie would phone practically every day and 
reminisce about his days as a jazz musician. We would discuss the various 
musicians, the music and at times he would regale me with stories of some 
of his experiences in the musical business. Wilkie would also give me 
advice on financial matters and was very helpful. He was very generous 
and would most likely spring for the gas when he and Ralph would come 
up weekly after Jacques died to assist me in replenishing the larder. At one 
time he would bring me special loaves of bread which he had discovered at 
a small bakery. Never once did he ask to be reimbursed for this bread albeit 
| offered him the money several times. This bread was the type of bread 
that when toasted and buttered, the butter was not absorbed by the bread 
like most other types. Wilkie and | would laugh because as soon as he 
brought the bread, Ralph would grab one of the loaves, cut off two slices, 
grab my peanut butter, make himself a sandwich and gobble it up before 
we would embark on our errands. 

One time | received a phone call from Wilkie alleging that he had 
finally found a doctor in Montréal that could improve his vision-despite his 
glaucoma. Wilkie was no stranger to hospitals, having half of his stomach 
removed, having an earpiece installed and generally searching in various 
cities for somebody that could improve his eyesight. After a lot of 
discussion he decided to go ahead with the operation. The operation was a 
huge success and the sight in one of his eyes improved so much that when 
| went to see him he was able to guide me around in the dark when we went 
shopping near his downtown abode. This was incredible! Wilke was 
ecstatic and told me that he wanted to get the other eye done with the 
utmost alacrity. | cautioned him to wait for at least two or three months to 
see whether this newfound vision would last. Wilkie's reply was that he 
could now see the cross on Mount Royal from his apartment. | argued with 
him in vain and he went for the second operation. My worst fears were 


realized. The second operation was not a success and the first eye was 
beginning to deteriorate in its visual acuity. Wilkie seemed to take this all in 
stride. Then one day he appeared without the loaves of bread. He explained 
that the baker had quit the job and moved on to parts unknown. Not only 
that but the baker had also absconded with some of Wilkie's music 
collection which he had been kind enough to lend to the baker. Wilkie was 
fit to be tied. | sympathized with him but after | related the story about Rene 
Thomas, Wilkie avowed to recoup his recordings. He managed to find the 
fellow and he got his stuff back with a little prodding from his 6 foot six 
cubed driver. 

Unfortunately for Wilkie there was one habit that he could not break 
and that was his incessant smoking. | kept badgering him about quitting 
and I never let him smoke in my house, even in the dead of winter. | would 
trundle him outside and make him smoke in the cold. This seemed to have 
no effect on him and ultimately it became his undoing. 

Wilkie was a great companion and displayed a wonderful sense of 
humor which always reflected the musician’s aspect of any situation. We 
very seldom argued since we agreed on most things. When I was 
commuting between my girlfriend’s place and my home, | would initiate the 
call forwarding feature on my telephone. | forgot about the long-distance 
since most of the calls weren't worth the fee that the Bell asked. However, 
Wilkie phoned me daily and | was stultified to find a whopping bill at the 
end of this particular month. | didn't want him to think me cheap so | used 
Rachel as a ploy by having her put a message on a phone answering 
device. This miffed Wilke temporarily but after an explanation he was 
placated. Ralph and | were somewhat amused when we would go to Club 
Price for goodies. Wilkie would walk up and down each aisle scrutinizing 
each and every item to compare prices. Then he would cajole Ralph or me 
to purchase some culinary delight that he would highly recommend. Ralph 
and | would usually demure and then move on to run some other errands. 
One day we three decided to go to Burlington. Wilkie offered to pay for the 
gas but Ralph would only accept $10 worth of gas to put in his truck, 
alleging that this would take him to Burlington and there he could buy gas 
cheaply and fill up his tank. Both Wilkie and | chastised him and had 
averred that there was not enough gas to make it to Burlington. Ralph paid 
no attention and off we went. Ralph took a shortcut on some country road 
and guess what? We ran out of gas. Wilkie was fit to be tied and started 
ranting. Ralph jumped out of his truck and hailed the first car that came 
along. The fellow stopped and Ralph explained his problem, grabbed his 
gas can and the two of them went off to the nearest gas station before 
Wilkie and | could say “by your leave.” We waited about 15 minutes and 
Ralph reappeared, filled the tank with his can and we made it to Burlington. 
Now the reason | am relating this tale of woe is that it happened a second 
time! The same argument, the same result except that this time we stopped 
in the middle of the highway just outside of Burlington! But, would you 
believe it? Looking over to our right, Ralph spotted a gas station and 


grabbed his can once more and cut across the field to the station, filling his 
can and subsequently his truck's gas tank and off we went to Burlington 
again. 

As I spent more and more time with Rachel, Ralph continued to pick 
Wilke up and they would go to buy cigarettes from the Indians. Wilkie went 
back in the hospital allegedly for a cyst on his liver. He kept telling me that 
it was all right and it had something to do with alcohol. However, | was 
appalled to learn from Ralph that Wilkie was now more or less confined to a 
wheelchair. Ralph could spirit him around a bit but he ended up seeing 
Wilkie and running an errand or two for him. This was not good news. The 
end result was that he had liver cancer and he subsequently died on 
Christmas Day. This was quite shocking since | had been speaking to 
Wilkie right up to his demise and we used to joke about his "following" 
most of his friends-meaning attending their funerals before they attended 
his. 

My only regret about Wilkie was that | had not met him sooner or 
even socialized with him in my early years when I was active in the jazz 
scene. But such is life and we spent a lot of moments together and I've got 
to say that one couldn't find a better friend and advisor. | will miss him, 
especially our phone conversations which would sometimes go on for 
hours. And that's the one thing | think | missed most about my friends-their 
humor. We always seemed to be on the same wavelength and viewed life 
from a particular perspective that would always evoke peals of laughter 
from one another when we would describe a particular situation. Most 
people and acquaintances usually fail to see any humor in these incidents 
so it's a big drag to socialize with such people. But then | looked back on 
all my past and consider myself lucky to have had the friends that | had and 
the ones that are still left. 


Chapter 16-John 


At this point in my life, | was a lot older. | was now in my seventies 
and | resided alone in my house in Roxboro. The house was now 40 years 
old and needed constant attention. | had already replaced the roof twice 
and it was due for another one. The property had to be looked after. | had 
found an English fellow and his wife to tend to that in the summer months. 
In the winter months | had various contracts for snow removal, but my 
main problem was a water one. My house had been constructed over a 
creek and we had had flooding since day 1. | had managed to repair most 
of the leakage by patching up a place in the foundation but every now and 
again when | would descend into the finished basement, there would be the 
unmistakable scent of shit. This meant that the small shower in the 
bathroom had backed up once more and there was a another pile of shit to 
get rid of. The first time this happened | was lucky enough to find a 
plumber who immediately diagnosed the problem as tree roots getting into 
the take out pipes. The remehy for this was to use a machine with a snake 
that had rotating blades and would cut through the roots and they could be 
extracted and tossed out. The first time this had occurred | was appalled at 
the pile of wood that the plumber had amassed. He also told me that these 
roots would continue to grow. Ergo, | needed a “root canal” job every once 
in a while. The “once in a while” turned out to be once in the spring and 
once in the fall annually. Sometimes the plumber was busy and would not 
make it regularly. | had no problem detecting when the roots would block 
up the pipes since as soon as | descended the stairs, | would get a whiff of 
the shit either forming or about to form. 

Coupled with all these annoyances were little jobs around the house 
such as painting touch ups, plaster problems due to leakage and the 
kitchen was a disaster waiting to happen. Another reoccurring problem 
was the sump pump, which would either crap out or | would have to change 
the switch that would not work consistently and thus the water table under 
the house would build up and start seeping in uner the floor. | managed to 
detect this before disaster by experiencing the coldness or clammy feeling 
when down in the basement. Earlier on, | had to install a large plastic 
takeout hose whose end | hung on a tree limb since connection to the 
street drain had the habit of flooding so that the end of the takeout pipe 
was then in the water that was being pumped out. Thus you ended up 
pumping the water back into itself. 

Fortunately, one of my neighbors had put me in touch with this 
fellow that helped me with the sump pump and hose. He fixed the pump 
and managed to extricate the end of the hose, which had somehow fallen 
on the ground and the ice had formed over it. It was embedded so tightly in 
the ice that | was not able to free the hose but this fellow managed to hack 
away and finally get it free. However, when | asked him if he could assist 
me with other chores, he recommended a man in the neighborhood that he 
said was available to oldsters like myself and only charged $20 per hour. 


This fellow, he alleged, was a retired contractor and also was in his 
seventies. He knew about the plight of old folks and decided to spend his 
retirement helping them out. This man’s name was John and when | first 
met him, | liked him straghtaway. There was something about the man that 
made me trust him. | told him about some of my problems and he said that 
he could do almost any job in the house. He charged $20 per hour and | 
had to buy any supplies. This seemed like a good deal so | hired him to fix 
up some crap in my house that involved carpentry. He did an excellent job 
and | realized that this fellow was very intelligent. He was perfectly 
bilingual, although he was French-Canadian. When he spoke English, there 
was no trace of an accent. John also knew about plumbing-anything 
relating to construction. At this time | had a lot of odd jobs and John 
seemed quite happy performing the necessary tasks. He also got friendlier 
as time went on and a friendship started to develop. John was a bit 
guarded at first but then began to warm up and he would drop by for a chat 
and sometimes we would go out for beer and a supper. Eventually, we 
made it practically every week. 

John would sometimes regale me with stories about his days in 
construction. He had supervised building factories, hospitals, homes, you 
name it. From what | could gather, he always seemed to finish any job 
either on time or before the contract date, in which case he would usually 
receive a substantial cash bonus. | tried to get him to write about his 
experiences and he toyed with the idea but as far as | know, only got to the 
stage where he would write notes. He was given a laptop from his son, but 
he never got around to learning or using a computer. 

John had been brought up in a very poor family. He told me once 
that he was given one bullet for his gun and he was expected to come back 
with supper. Somehow he had managed to attend a good English school in 
Ottawa and from what little | could gather, he had to “straighten out” some 
of the boys that wanted to pick on him. John was a strapping 6’2” and it 
was all muscle. He had to handle some trickly situations on some of his 
construction jobs. 

Around this time it became clear to me that | would have to install a 
new roof. | asked John if he might check out the work that the roofers did 
and he told me that he would do so. The roofers appeared and commenced 
their usual banging and hammering at some early hour in the morning. 
John appeared with a ladder and cased the job that they were doing. The 
boss and | were talking in the living room. John descended the ladder and 
came in asking questions about flashing, what type of tiles and so on. The 
boss tried to bullshit him. That was a big mistake and it cost the boss 
several hundred dollars when John pointed out some discrepancy in the 
work. John kept his beady eyes on all the work the men did and made 
certain that everything was perfect. The boss was quite impressed. 

John brought his son over to help him do some painting in my 
computer room. His son was also in construction but he did not seem to 
have the same flair for the work that his father had. | had asked John about 


my kitchen. It was a disaster. He looked it over and made a suggestion of 
putting in a false wall and maybe installing an Ikea kitchen. After a lot of 
discussion, we reached an agreement. My friend, Ingrid would design the 
kitchen and John would do the electrical, plumbing and any excess 
carpentry that might be involved. Meanwhile, | had contacted the bank in 
Cleveland that was handling my Estate and they promised to provide funds 
for the new kitchen. 

Meanwhile, | was commuting to Riviere-du-Loup concomitantly 
staying with my girlfriend, Rachel. This was just before | met John and | 
had asked my friend, Bruce, who lived a few houses away from me to keep 
an eye on my place. Bruce would stop in, pick up the papers and mail and 
check everything out. One day | decided to check out my answering device 
to see if it was working properly. | had hooked it up to a private line that | 
had-a phone number that | only gave to my friends. The listed phone was in 
the phone book but the other line was not. | always ansered the private line 
but often ignored answering my regular line especially during meals or 
when I was occupied and did not want to stop for some jerk trying to sell 
me something. Anyway, when | phoned my private line, there was no 
ansering device connected. This aroused my suspicion and | phoned Bruce 
to check out my place. He did and found that | had been burglarized. The 
thieves had carried away all of my CDs that were in a rack, my TV and any 
electronic gear that was not made by Radio Shack. | had a safe that | used 
to keep papers in, in case of fire. They did not succeed in opening it. There 
was not too much damage but they had smashed in one of the windows 
and buggered up one of my locks so | had to replace these items. The 
insurance adjuster came and was very coorperative. | managed to replace 
all the CDs and my electronic stuff. The ironic thing was that most of the 
electronic stuff was either out of date (like my computer) or defective, but 
since my contract was for replacement, the insurance company had to 
replace every item so | got all new stuff. 

Be that as it may. | had built a secret hiding place in my house and 
each time before | left for Rachel’s abode, | stashed what | thought was 
either most valuable or hard to replace. Bruce knew anpit tjos place and 
checked it out immediately informing me that the thieves had not 
discovered it. | remember putting in some very expensive mikes at the last 
minute before | left. The insurance adjuster told me that they would 
probably be back for the new stuff so | took my new computer with me and 
put an old clunker in its place. | also hooked up an expensive device to my 
private line telling all the people that | suspected that might be involved in 
the robbery. Thus if this item were not stolen, it would verify that the culprit 
was somebody that | knew-a so-called “friend.” 

| also emptied all my new CD cases, put them back in my rack and 
placed the actual CDs in a huge notebook, taking it with me to Rachel’s. | 
also had a burglar alarm installed by Pinkerton, but John told me this was 
useless and | was wasting my money. John and Ingrid were about ready to 


begin redoing the kitchen. They embarked on the project and John worked 
most of the time until 10 p.m. He would then leave setting the alarm. 

Then I had another problem. The bank reneged on their promise for 
kitchen money. They tied me up with all sorts of horseshit. We had to send 
pictures (which John took with his camera). Then they did not want to give 
me any money directly and on and on. As we were hassling with the bank, 
the ice storm struck! All the work had to cease as there was no power. 
Furthermore, all my trees were covered with ice and the brances all broke 
off and filled the yard. John picked them all up for me and managed to save 
my plumbing by using baby oil in the pipes. | was safely ensconced in 
Rachel’s house watching the debacle on TV when they showed a house 
that was one of the most, if not the most damaged, in Montreal. It was my 
house! The electric wires had been creamed by the ice. My next door 
neighbor did have power after a few days so he lent John enough to run 
the furnace to keep the house warm. If it had not been for John, my house 
would have been in complete shambles. 

Finally, when the power was restored, John and Ingrid continued 
with the kitchen. | kept phoning for money and managed to elicit $5000 
from some new fellow working at the bank who had read about our plight. 
The other people at the bank didn’t even know about the storm although it 
was all over American TV. | managed to get another $5000 from some other 
person but when | phoned back both of these individuals were not there 
anymore. 

Eventually, my son and | had to go to the Probate Court to finally get 
the bank to realease funds to me as per the Will. The kitchen was 
completed and the final cost was $25,000. That included all of the labor, 
new gadgets such as a snazzy dishwasher, microwave, stove and so on. 
The false wall was beautiful and John installed halogen lights. The kitchen 
was beautiful. John and | went to purchase new faucets for the new double 
sink that I had installed. We purchased one with a spray that was supposed 
to be the best but when John installed it, there was hardly any pressure. 
John tried every which way to amend this failure but decided to take the 
plumbing back. We got a new set and it didn’t work any better. After a few 
hours of frustration John went home and alleged that he couldn’t fix it. The 
next day John appeared and after some manipulation he called me in and 
water was blasting out of the faucet and spray. | was elated. He had 
pondered about this all night and suddenly had an idea. There was a little 
ball that he removed and that did the trick. This showed me that he was 
persistent and like me, did not give up easily on some problem. 

However, | have gotten ahead of myself because in the middle of the 
kitchen renovation, John had left one night around 10 p.m. | believe it was a 
Friday night. The next day John found the front door lock completely blown 
out of the door. This was done with a gadget that cops use for no-knock 
entering. Furthermore, the same window in the computer room had been 
smashed again and my new TV, computer, CD cases and other electronic 
gear that | had left out, had been stolen. Some of the CD cases were 


strewn all over my driveway, which meant that one of the idiots had opened 
a case and found nothing there! | would have loved to have seen the 
expression on his face. Again, they missed the secret place so only the 
crap that | had left for them got taken. But the important thing was that my 
$1100 Brother fax machine was not taken! | had made a point of telling all 
the suspects that the attachment to my phone had been the reason for my 
fast discovery. Now I| was certain that it was one of five people and later | 
narrowed it down to the culprit. However, the bad news was that the 
insurance company now dropped my policy and would not even give me 
fire insurance! | wrote to the president of course, but was informed that 
they had paid me more than $43,000 worth of crap and they had no 
intention of reinsuring me. The new adjuster was a woman and when she 
checked out my house, John was in the midst of finishing the kitchen so 
there was junk all over the place with wires dangling and so on. The woman 
flipped and cajoled me into a cash settlement. | still came out ahead of the 
game because of my heeding the warning that the first adjuster had given 
me. 

John was fit to be tied, however, and wanted to get his hands on the 
burglars. He staked out my place for awhile, hoping to catch the burglars 
trying to break into somebody else’s abode. He was not successful. | then 
changed my alram system by using a cell phone instead of a land line. This 
seemed to work better as | did not get burglarized again. 

Now if all of these events were not enough, to my horror, | observed 
some roots popping up through the cement floor in the basement. The shit 
in the shower was bad enough but now what do | do with these roots? | told 
John and after observing the scene, he told me that | would have to replace 
the cement and kill the roots. He could do this for me. His plan was to redo 
the floor and then dump the rugs and epoxy the whole cement floor. This 
sounded like a great idea so | told him to go ahead. He and another fellow 
completed the task when I| was with Rachel. John told me to stay away until 
the epoxy smell had abated. | had purchased tthis humungous fan to 
circulate the air in the basement and he used this to whisk away the epoxy 
smell. The last day they were working, just before they were to epoxy the 
floor, there was a huge downpour and buckets of rain plummeted from the 
sky. In the past when this occurred, the water would sometimes end up in 
the basement. We could never determine where it was coming in despite 
examination of every part of the basement behind the paneling. All of a 
sudden as John was standing there, he felt a jet of water hitting his back. 
He turned around and saw this stream shooting out of the wall! Further 
examination determined that it came from a fissure that was virtually 
invisible to the naked eye. Had it not been for that rain, the water problem 
might never have been solved. John patched up the fissure. 

The last thing | wanted to do was to fix up the bathroom. John 
advised me not to replace the floor tiles. If | were to sell the house, it 
wouldn’t be worth it. He decided to check the plumbing. He found that one 
pipe was paper thin and ready to burst. He fixed that and he also fixed the 


shower. We also installed a plastic above the usual shower pole because 
of tmy heigtt the water kept bouncing off my head and getting everything 
wet in the bathroom. 

John used to come over sometimes just to bullshit. He had a favorite 
chair. | had purchased a swivel, rocker from Mobilia that was particularly 
suited to my height. It was made of beautiful Italian leather and one could 
rock in it if one so desired. John, also being tall, used to sit in the chair and 
| would sit on my sofa-bed and we would bullshit. Every once in awhile, 
John would drive over and we would gad about, sometimes finding a 
watering hole, sometimes just going for a ride. 

Then one day John started to complain about some aches and pains. 
Subsequently he seemed out of sorts and ultimately he wound up taking 
chemotherapy for prostate cancer. He lost his hair for awhile and | noticed 
when we went to the store shopping (sometimes we would go to a special 
grocery to get some orange blossom honey), he would start to teeter a bit 
and I’d have to subtlely catch him. He would only complain when | was 
asking how he was doing. Then he rallied around and | thought that the 
chemo had worked. John seemd to be OK for awhile but the next thing | 
knew he was in the hospital. | phoned him to see how he was and he was 
cheerful but just before hanging up he said to me, “I'll see you in the spring 
and we’ll go fishing together.” The statement kind of took me aback since | 
was not a fisherman at all and he knew this. Then | learned later that the 
cancer had gone to his brain. He died forthwith. | had a hard time accepting 
this since he always seemed so vigorous and was generally busy doing 
something. The first clue | had was when he said that he had a touch of 
diabetis, but | put this down to his age and assumed that a different diet 
would probably dispel any symptoms. Indeed, the beer that we would 
imbibe didn’t seem to have a deleterious effect on him except for one time 
at a much later date. 

| am just sorry that | did not meet this guy at an earlier time. I’n sure 
we would have had some more good times together. When | went over to 
his house one day, he showed me this huge board with about twenty sets 
of keys on it with various addresses. For $2 a day he was looking after all 
of these elderly people’s homes for them and of course, when he was not 
busy doing some project for me, he was helping some other old fogey with 
some household problem. John really didn’t need the money. From what | 
could gather he had made a bundle during his career in construction. 

One last thing that | must write about was that when John died he 
still had my house keys and | had to delicately ask his wife if she could 
return them to me. She looked but could not find them anywhere. She 
suggested talking to her son, which | did. He seemed to recollect that he 
had put them in the air conditioner space that was in my computer room 
window. | looked there and there was nothing. Where were my keys? This 
was bugging me and | had thoughts of some asshole using them to come 
in and take away all my furniture or something. Then one day when | was 
in my kitchen gobbling up some morsel | needed a utensil of some sort 


which was housed in one of the cubby holes in the kitchen. | reached in 
and heard a jingle. There were my keys. John had left them there. Had he 
known that he was about to die and did not want to risk leavintg them on 
his board? | don’t know but after dealing with the wife and son, | surmised 
that maybe this was the case. My only hope was that I! proved to be as good 
a friend to John as he was to me. 


